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Prologue: New and Renewed Feuds 


Author's Notes: 
Marked adult for the violence and murder. Other bands may be featured but | only put in what bands | knew 


would be there now. 


| couldn't help but add the lyrics lol. 


Monday. 

7:00pm. 

Week Two 

Month: December 


A few months later... 


Joe exhaled the smoke from his cigarette and brushed his fingers along the car while waiting for Vivian to 
finish the job down the alley. Sav stood at the entrance of the alleyway, ensuring that nobody entered and 
nobody exited. 


A small distance away, a man pointed his gun at Joe from a distance. He was knelt down, one eye closed, and 
his finger holding the trigger. All he had to do was press tightly on the trigger. He didn't get the chance to 
though because a wire suddenly wrapped around his neck, forcing him to drop his gun and struggle. Izzy 
snickered and held firmly despite the struggles. 

"You're trying to kill an important man," Izzy said, puffing on a cigarette of his own. "I want to know why." 
"I'd like to know that too," Steve said from somewhere behind. 

Steve finally stepped up and knelt in front of the man Pete remained behind them and the newest member, 
Tony Kenning, remained with him. Tony was still a question so they kept him back usually. Duff stood on the 
other side of him. 


"That's me mate and not to mention me leader," Steve mused. "What is the purpose of killing him and who sent 


you?" 

Izzy loosened the wire at this point but kept a firm grip on the man. The man swung at Steve but he backed 
up quickly and chuckled, before kicking him. The man finally stopped struggling and glared at Steve as he nodded 
in approval. 

"Who are you?" Steve asked. 

"Mel Galley," he spat. "| was enlisted by the remaining members of Coverdale's gang." 

"Coverdale?" Steve frowned. "And they wanted Joe dead?" 

"Yeah because he took in Campbell 

Steve seemed to be musing over his words and waved his hand off, signaling Izzy To be done with the man. 
With a nod, Izzy tightened the wire and watched as the man's struggles lessened over time before he finally 
stopped struggling. Izzy held the wire a little while longer before allowing the man to drop down. 


"What a shitty hire they made," Izzy said. 


"Yeah," Steve nodded, and glanced over to see Joe looking directly at him. "We should tell him." 


Monday. 

8:00pm. 

Week Two 

Month: December 


Joe, Vivian, and Sav showed up at the joint gang hideout. They waited for Steve and them to show up but they 
knew it wouldn't be long. Approximately twenty-five minutes later, Steve did show up with the remaining 
flatbird members. Izzy and Duff followed after them without much of a word. 

"Mel Galley..he was aiming to kill you Joe," Izzy said, calmly. 


Steve nodded. "Yeah and he was hired by the remaining members of Coverdale's gang. They're angry at Vivian 
but they were especially angry that you allowed Vivian to remain in the gang.’ 


"It would figure," Joe chuckled. 
"| ‘spose it would," Viv chuckled as well. "Bigots!" 


"Indeed," Steve nodded, stepping around the couch and moving next to Vivian. "This wouldn't exactly be a new 
feud but it would be a renewed version of the feud" 


"Aye," Joe nodded. "And there's also the remaining members of Mustaine's gang. Now while these guys aren't a 


feud yet, its only a matter of time. | did shoot and kill Mustaine and Ellefson" 

"Point taken!" Izzy nodded. 

Steve excused himself to the kitchen and hissed as he sat down at the table. Viv followed after him and finally 
leaned down to kiss him, which he gladly accepted the slight affection. They pulled away from each other 
quickly though and Vivian made him a drink. 

"Still sore?" Viv asked. 

"Yes," Steve nodded. "I think I've healed up quite nicely but that soreness appears to be a common thing now." 
"It appears to be that way," Viv agreed. 

‘It'll pass love," Steve said. "We got bigger fish to fry now." 


"It appears so," Viv nodded. "We'll deal with it" 


"We always do," Steve smirked. 


Viv only nodded in return and joined Steve's side. It was only a matter of time before something else started 
up. It was nothing to take personal though, not yet. 


Meanwhile, Joe had excused himself to the front yard and Izzy followed after him. 
"Are you playing games with me, mate?" Joe asked. 

"Not exactly," Izzy replied, earning a chuckle. 

"Ah! Well, | don't want to touch you too much Iz...” 

"Why?" Izzy asked. 

"Because making love to you might drive me crazy," Joe chuckled. 

"Joe, look.." 


"I know you think love is what you make it," Joe interrupted. "| don't want to be there when you decide to 


break it." 


"Who says | would decide to break it?" Izzy asked. "I let you touch me in the first place and | let you top me 
asshole. | don't let just anyone do that. Stop your lyrical responses.” 


Joe smirked and glanced over his shoulder to see Izzy returning the smirk. "Love bites, mate." 


"That it does but it doesn't have to be love; it can be friendship with benefits," Izzy snickered, but shrugged. 
"But if you'd prefer not to, | don't blame ya" 


"No, we can, as long as it's not love," Joe chuckled. "I value our friendship and I'd like to keep it" 
"Ditto!" Izzy nodded. 


After Sav got with Pete, Joe swore he wouldn't allow his emotions to get tangled up again. Joe would make 


sure he wouldn't fall for anyone; even if it meant cutting ties. Never again. 


One: Peeking Through the Cracks 


Author's Notes: 
This is a slower chapter meant to expose the character's emotions before things get started. Sorry lzzy 


lovers, Izzy isn't in this one much. 


Wednesday. 
7:00am. 

Week Three 
Month: February 


Two months later... 


Joe rolled over and glanced at the figure beside him. Of course it was Izzy, that's who it always was these 
days. He turned his gaze away and stared at the wall for a moment. This was getting too complicated for his 
comfort and he had to break it off. He loathed the fact that he was allowing his feelings to get in the way. He 
was losing concentration and part of him didn't know why; especially since Izzy wasn't bothered by it. In fact, 
Izzy was messing around with him and afterwards, he'd go back to his own gang and spend a lot of time with 


Duff. Joe figured he needed to end it but he was stalling and he didn't know why. 

Izzy wasn't cracking so why was he? 

Joe hissed and threw the blankets off. He left the room after he dressed himself in some proper clothing. He 
helped himself to some coffee and stepped out on the back patio. It was no surprise that Viv was already out 
there; anytime he came here to the joint hideout, he usually had someone with him. Normally it was Vivian, 
Sav and Pete but this time it was just Vivian and Sav. 

"How're you this morning?" Joe asked, 


"Anxious and a little tired but not too bad," Viv replied 


Vivian had grown close to his gang over the months but he still seemed to get anxious anytime they were at 


the joint hideout. That was especially true when Steve wasn't there, which was the case this time around. 
"We'll leave within the next hour," Joe nodded. 


"Its fine," Viv chuckled. "You're spending a lot of time with Izzy." 


"| know," Joe acknowledged. "That will stop." 

"| wasn't complaining, | was making an observation," Viv clarified. 

"Again, | know but it needs to stop anyway. Its becoming distracting," Joe nodded. 
"How so?" Viv asked 


"You know, when a relationship becomes more than it should, things get complicated. Emotion causes problems," 


Joe replied. 

"Ohhh!" Viv mused. 

"Mhm and | can't ‘ave that," Joe said. 

"So he's grown emotional toward it?" 

"Not exactly he," Joe chuckled 

Viv raised his brows. "You ‘ave?" 

"Unfortunately and that's a problem. I'll end the sexual aspect before it gets too awkward," Joe snickered. 
"Are you sure he doesn't feel the same?" 

"Yes! He goes to Duff often.l'm the bloke he comes to after something goes wrong or after he had a 
disagreement with his gang or Duff. Even if that were so, it's not a good idea for me to get mixed up in 


relationships," Joe replied. 


Vivian raised his brows but nodded in response. In a sense, he could see Joe's point of view but of course they 
had grown very close as friends and Viv was a little bit bias. 


"So do you think I'm wrong?" Joe asked, chuckling, 

"Nol" Viv responded. 

"You sure replied without hesitation," Joe chuckled, again. 

"I think you can still ‘ave a successful relationship and still be a leader but not this way. Izzy's a loyal lad but 
its a friends with benefits type thing, not something intimate, and its not something I'd recommend doing 


forever. Not if complications are going to occur so therefore, yes, | have no hesitation in me reply. What do | 


know though?" Viv replied. 


"A hella lot," Joe replied, quietly. 


Viv smiled slightly as Joe mused over his words and held up a finger. He stepped inside and didn't return for 
quite some time but when he finally did, he urged Vivian up with the nod of his head. 


"We're going," Joe said. 


Vivian nodded and followed Sav and Joe out. He didn't say anything right away but once they got to their 
hideout, he joined Joe on the patio. 


"Did you end it?" Viv asked. 

"Yes!" Joe replied, quietly. "He took it well and we're still allies but | just can't do this anymore. It's distracting!" 
‘| understand," Viv nodded, before glancing back to see Steve approaching the kitchen. 

He smiled lightly and greeted him. Joe turned and smiled lightly, signaling he was fine but Viv noted that he 
seemed a little down or drained. Steve seemed to have noticed it took but he said nothing to the factor, 
especially since Joe seemed to be aware and walked past them. 


"Is he alright?" Steve asked. 


"Mhm. He ended his thing with Izzy," Viv said. "He's always said emotions are tricky and they can alter the way 
you think." 


"And he developed an emotional connection?" Steve asked. 
"Precisely!" Viv nodded. 

"Ah!" Steve mused. "That's kinda rare for him." 

"| know," Viv replied. 

“Something's wrong," Steve said. 

"What? Because he's getting emotional?" Viv asked, confused. 


"No smart ass," Steve smirked. "If you really look, he's always been kinda emotional but he hides it well. He's 
struggling to hide it these days, that's abnormal.” 


Viv mused over the words and nodded finally to what Steve was saying. He did have a point and Viv had noticed 


the small changes in recent weeks as well. 


"He tells me a lot now," Viv started “But he hasn't said what, if anything, is bothering him. | imagine he'd keep 
that kind of thing to himself unless it puts the whole gang in danger." 


"You imagine correctly," Steve nodded. 


Steve wasn't going to badger Joe; their leader would say something to Vivian or him if it got too bad. 


Two: The Hard Reveal and Realization 


Author's Notes: 

| only marked it adult because of some violence. | don't consider it that bad but some might so | marked it 
adult just to be safe. 

| also do want to state that every band | marked [and probably some bands | haven't marked] with make an 


appearance. Probably not every member of the band but every band will. 


The also features London from Brides of Destruction. 


Wednesday. 
7:00pm. 

Week Three 
Month: February 


Joe lowered his head but raised his eyes with a smirk as Izzy finished beating the man at the ground. The man 
begged for mercy and Joe would only smirk in response. He shrugged when the man asked why but the fact 
was he did know why. Tom, Frank, and Jeff stood on the other side of the bar, watching from afar. 


Jeff and Frank were from the Tesla gang and Tom was from the Keifer Cinderella gang. They had become allies 


sometime back and remained loyal ever since then. They had become valuable assets to their gang, as well 


GNR's gang. 

"Stop! Stop!" The man yelled out. "Iz..Joe..come on Joe." 

Joe held out his hands. "I ‘ave no control over the situation, lad." 
"IIl tell you what you wanna know," the man yelled out. 

Izzy nodded in satisfaction. "Name?" 

"London," he responded. 

"Very good." Izzy chuckled. 

"Cooperating so far," Joe chuckled, too. 


"Yeah, there's hope for you buddy. Now why are you following me?" Izzy asked. 


‘Motley's remaining members teamed up with Mustaine's remaining gang and allied with the Metallica gang. 


They're severely upset you killed some of their members but most especially Sixx," London said. 

Izzy mused over his words for a moment and glanced at Joe, who still had a half smirk, but didn't seem as 
amused as before. He likely knew what this meant and wasn't too thrilled with the findings. Vivian, who stood 
behind him, seemed a little more displeased. Steve narrowed his eyes and Tony sighed softly. Sav made no 
reaction and Rick seemed more concerned than anything; Rick was a young lad after all 

"Are you aiming for a showdown?" Izzy asked. 


"Yeah, | think so," London replied. 


"This is a setup mate," Joe said, lowly. "Think about it a minute..they send him out, he plays his role and 
suddenly spills everything to you? A bit odd, don't you think?" 


"Oh shit.." Izzy said after a minute. "I didn't even think..." 


London looked around the room and smirked, which was Joe's sign to order everyone down with a yell. Everyone 
did drop to the ground as a storm of gunshots went off like wild fire. 


"Toward the back," Izzy called out. 


Joe nodded and began crawling toward the back of the pub as his mates followed after him. Izzy made it to 
Jeff, Frank, and Tom first, and was relieved to see they all were fine. 


"Go out the back but be careful, they're flooding this joint," Izzy said 

Tom nodded and crawled out first with Frank and Jeff following quickly after him. They moved behind a trash 
bin nearby and Izzy soon followed after them. Joe and his gang moved behind a trash bin on the opposite side. 
"lz?" Joe called 

"Im here Joe, keep eyes on the back of your head" Izzy said 

"Will do," Joe replied 


Joe heard the gunshots and fired back. He glanced around to see who was firing and he wasn't surprised to see 


Vince Neil. He gasped when he was pulled back by Vivian as a gunshot flew by. 


"ll kill you Izzy; Ill kill all of you," Vince yelled. 


"Sure you will," Izzy chuckled. "You're the most lazy human on this damn earth Vinnie..you'll kill me unless you 


see a damn food bar." 

"Fuck off Izzy!" Vince growled. 

Another round of shots fired their way, one of which hit Jeff in the arm, causing him to hiss. Frank pulled him 
back as Joe turned his attention back to the shooting and returned with gun fire of his own. Joe looked around 
the trash bin to shoot again, only to receive a hit in the arm. He hissed and pulled back as Steve took hold of 
his arm and held it against his shirt. 


"Retreat! Retreat guys! This isn't the time," Joe heard a voice say amongst the gunfire. 


Joe listened to them get in the car while firing a few shots here and there and let them go. Izzy seemed to 


pay more attention to Joe rather than Motley's remaining members. 
"Let's get him back to the joint hideout," Izzy said. 


Steve nodded as Joe helped himself up and followed after Izzy. 


Wednesday. 
9:50pm. 

Week Three 
Month: February 


After Rick cleaned up Joe's arms and gave him stitches, Joe found himself back outside. His eyes were fixated 
on the way the wind blew the trees. He liked it outside when it was quiet, which was why he found himself out 
here more often at night. He heard the door open and smirked lightly, seeing as he knew who it was. He 
recognized Izzy's chuckle and snicker from anywhere. 

"You're different lately," Izzy said. 

Well he sure didn't waste time, did he? 


"How so?" Joe asked. 


"You seem a little more..revealing," Izzy replied. "Shit! | don't know." 


"No you do know," Joe frowned, and then cursed. "If I'm revealing to you, then | must be to others." 
‘Not really,” Izzy shrugged. "You're actually yourself out there.” 

Joe sighed in relief. "The heavens laid its grace on me then" 

"Regardless, what the hell is with you?" 

"Its nothing," Joe chuckled. "I'm fine.” 

"Yeah, it shows," Izzy snickered. "What fuck has crawled up your ass Joe?" 

Joe turned and glared. "Nothing. You, on the other hand, Duff 


It was Izzy's turn to shoot him a glare and if he didn't consider Joe a good friend, he probably would have hit 
him. He refrained from doing that now though. 


ls that why you're so fucked up? If | recall, it was you who didn't want to fall in love..you god damn British 
prick," Izzy shot back. 


"Fuck you..l'm not in love and | did say that," Joe snapped back 
"Is that why you're bitching like a chick and bringing Michael into this?" Izzy replied. 


"Michael? Oh you mean Duff?" Joe said, but then laughed. "I broke out of our fuckery before | could fall in 


love." 


"You broke out of it today ass hat, so you're telling me you were falling for me, right?" Izzy replied, and when 


he received silence, he snickered. "Why didn't you tell me Joe?" 


"Because | was the one who stated specifically | didn't want to fall for anyone, especially after | realized | likely 
wouldn't receive the same feelings. It always goes that way and that's fine; as a leader, it was probably better. 
| didn't want to cause complications because you and GNR are a good ally to ‘ave. You ‘ave Duff and I'm glad; | 


mean its fine, I'll get over it," Joe snapped. 

"Don't snap at me asshole," Izzy replied "And it's not fine, you should have told me." 

"Just leave it be mate," Joe sighed. "It is fine. I've dealt with this problem before and I'll deal with it again. As a 
good leader, | can't ‘ave a confliction revolving relationships. | dont do these three way things, nor do | do the 


whole ‘other secret affair’ type of thing." 


"Really?" Izzy chuckled. "Joe, at least give me enough respect to look at me when you talk to me." 


Joe sighed and turned in time for Izzy's lips to connect with his. His eyes closed slowly and finally he parted his 
lips slightly, but even so, the kiss was short lived. Izzy pulled back and snickered, shaking his head lightly. 


"You should have told me," Izzy chuckled. 

"I refused to go back on me word and | didn't want complications between Duff and you," Joe replied. 

"Duff and | are fun but that's all" 

"Oh really?" Joe chuckled in disbelief. 

"Yes, really. In fact, Duff is seriously dating Slash but they have an open relationship," Izzy srickered. "| loved 
Nikki at some point Joe..quite a while back, | never fell in love with anyone else and | never fell in love with 
Duff" 


Joe chuckled in response. "I see." 


"lve even ended it with him because Slash is being an ass about the whole thing and decided he doesn't like 


Duff fucking around. So there you have it," Izzy chuckled. 

"Can't say | blame ‘em," Joe snickered. 

"| have sex but he didn't fuck me Joe," Izzy said, snickering. 

‘Other way around?" 

"Yeah," Izzy admitted. "Now stop running from me you stupid asshole." 

"You couldn't possibly feel the same-" 

"So now you're telling me how | feel? God you really are an ass," Izzy said, earning himself a snicker. "| could 
possibly feel that way but Joe, you had said you didn't want love, at least not with us, so | tried not to let my 
emotions get involved. If thats how you still want it, then fine but tell me now and no hard feelings but don't 
lead me on Joe, seriously, don't" 

Joe gazed at him a minute and shook his head, signaling they shouldn't. Izzy snickered and nodded before he 
smacked Joe's arm with the back of his hand. He wanted to be sure Joe knew there were no hard feelings, 


especially since he didn't allow himself to fall for Joe. The same couldn't be said for Joe when it came to falling 


for him but he would get over it; he always did. 


Three: The Start of the Threats 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter was a little longer and sorry for the constant skips but some of that will start to slow down, 


NOTE: Also features Motley Crue 


Friday. 

6:50pm. 

Week One 
Month: March 
The Next week 


The smoke escaped his lips as he brushed his painted nails against his pants and glanced up at Lewis and Kelly 
Nickels. Despite popular belief, he wasn't really sleeping with Lewis. He made out with him and they touched but 
that was as far as it went. After Tracii died, Lewis sought comfort from Kelly and they began a monogamous 
relationship. In return, Phil Collen started messing around with Joe in the last week. 


"What did Marty say?" Phil asked. 


"Mate, he touched on the subject of revenge," Lewis chuckled. "The remaining members of Mustaine's gang are 


going for revenge. He said he'll get more information on when and how they plan to attack" 

"Tell me, why is he betraying them?" Phil asked. 

"He hates Mustaine despite being in his gang," Lewis chuckled. "He didn't feel anything when the bloke died." 
‘Oh how lovely!" Phil chuckled 

"Lovely indeed," Joe chuckled, stepping out of his car. "This makes it better for us." 

"Indeed," Lewis said. 

Joe smirked. "We'll keep in touch." 

"Looking forward to it," Lewis grinned. 


Phil hopped off the hood of the car and got in Joe's car. Joe waved with two fingers and stepped into the car. 


Joe didn't drive them to the hideout, he drove to his flat. Phil had been staying there after his home got shot 


up. He didn't waste any time in going in Joe's place either, and when he turned, Joe shut the door. 
"Is he bullshitting?" Joe asked. 

"No," Phil chuckled. "Lewis has a certain way of lying; he's being honest." 

"Good!" Joe nodded. 

"Yes, good indeed." Phil nodded, and then changed the subject. "I should find a new flat soon right?" 
"At some point, yes, but don't feel the need to rush." 


Phil nodded again and walked off to the kitchen 


Friday. 

8:50pm. 

Week One 
Month: April 
The next Month 


Joe sat back on the couch with a blanket around his waist as he held the phone in his hand. Izzy was on the 
other line, informing him of some important developments. He chuckled as Izzy went on and on, while Axl 
complained in the background. Izzy had started dating Axl recently but lucky enough, Joe and he were able to 
retain a close platonic friendship. 

"So you're telling me that Tommy Lee and Vince Neil brought in the remaining of Coverdale's gang?" Joe asked. 
"Yes, are you surprised?" Izzy responded. 

"Not really, | just wonder what took them so long," Joe chuckled. 


"Probably prepping. Just be aware and I'll call you with our course of action," Izzy said. 


"All right," Joe replied, before he set the phone down and grabbed Phil's hair. "You're distracting me you 
cheeky bastard." 


Phil smirked and moved his fingers from Joe's nipples. "| keep you company; therefore you like it” 


"I do," Joe admitted, looking away. 
"Why are you ashamed, Joe?" Phil asked. 
"Who says l'm ashamed?" Joe smirked. 


"Your actions do. It's as if you're ashamed you're human, mate," Phil said "You refuse to get involved with 


anyone and the time you almost did with Iz, you backed out at the end" 
"I can't be involved," Joe replied. "It's a liability and a vulnerability.’ 
"But you do fancy the idea?" Phil asked. 


"Why are you asking me this?" Joe chuckled. "| see nothing wrong with it if you must know but for a leader, as 


| am, its a bigger risk than it is for anyone else." 


Phil mused over the answer before replying again. "I'm asking Joe because | could easily love your arrogant 


arse." 

Joe looked at him with a frown. "What?" 

‘Im already developing feelings for you; therefore | can't keep this up if you want none of it love," Phil 
chuckled. "I'm a swinger..or | was, but it doesn't mean | can't develop feelings and | ‘ave. If you don't want it, | 
can accept that but we can't do this anymore then," he said. 

Joe didn't reply right away. Not because he didn't know what to say but because he was developing something 


for Phil too. The difference was he had gone back to keeping it all under wraps. He wasn't a man who hopped in 


and out of feelings. There was a very few selected people he actually had feelings for at some point; Sav, Izzy, 
and Phil. The difference was he had feelings for Phil a little after he met him but he disregarded them (only to 
revisit those feelings again), whereas with the others, it took time to develop feelings. 

"It's a risk." 

"Course it is love," Phil chuckled. "Thats what makes it exciting!" 

"|-|—" 

"Joe, I'm not trying to force anything on you. If you don't want anything, then that's fine mate but-" 


"Phil, | can't promise anything-" 


‘lm not asking you to make promises, especially ones you can't keep," Phil interrupted. 


"I don't know if this is a good idea but | can try. Just stay-" 


Phil was noticing how emotional Joe was getting these last few weeks and it was a little bit out of character; 


or at least in the fact that he was so revealing. Something was wrong; Steve was right. 

"What makes me different from Iz? You didn't give him a shot," Phil smirked. 

"He's in another gang and while | do still feel something for him, it's better if | don't get involved, especially 
with other gang members because if something goes wrong and he or his gang suffers for it, it causes 
complications. There are other reasons but that is the main one and Izzy even stated after the fact that | 
was probably right," Joe explained. 

"Why are you emotional all of a sudden?" Phil asked. 

"I'm human," Joe replied, simply. 


"You know what | mean," Phil insisted. 


"I do and I'm not quite ready to talk about that yet. As long as | can regain composure, | will be fine," Joe said. 


"But | will try this. | need you to be patient though." 


"Course love, course," Phil chuckled. 


Saturday. 
9:30pm. 
Week One 
Month: April 


Izzy moved around the new motorcycle he was working on with a paint brush. He wanted black and red, not 
blue; therefore a paint job was necessary. Axl watched him idly and sighed, while rolling his eyes. Despite his 
attitude, he actually thought it was neat Izzy did things like this but he was anxious right now. 

"Do you have to do this now?" Axl asked. 


"Yeah," Izzy replied to his boyfriend. "| have to have a fast ride in case | need to make a getaway. Motorcycles 


are small, quick, and more sufficient than cars or trucks." 


"Yeah, | know, but its dark out Iz," Axl said 


| know, but I'm almost done," Izzy nodded. 

Axl rolled his eyes again but nodded nonetheless. He did love Izzy despite the fact that they both saw each 
other as assholes, so he would deal with this obsession of motorcycles Izzy had. 

At the same time.. 

Rudy leaned against the car, looking over the maps Tommy Lee had provided for him. He looked at all the 
markers on the map and smirked. 

"Which hideout are you targeting?" Rudy asked. 

After Coverdale died, Rudy took his place as leader and made Adrian his right-hand man. He invited Doug 
Aldrich, Brian Ruedy, and Reb Beach back to the group and made Doug his left hand man. Just as David did, 


they protected Tommy Aldridge as if he were a treasure and Rudy continued training him. 


"GNR! Our target is GNR mostly, especially Izzy," Tommy Lee said "After, we'll target Izzy and then welll 
target Axl; | happen to know they're together.” 


Rudy nodded. "We'll target Ded Flatbird and then we'll target the Rock Brigade leader for taking Vivian in After 
that, we'll target Vivian himself." 


"We're starting right away," Tommy Lee smirked. 


"And so are we," Rudy nodded. 


Sunday. 

3:50am. 

Start of Week Two. 
Month: April 


Vivian woke up to the ringing phone. Normally he was already awake but after five days with no sleep, Joe 


finally sent him home. 


"Mhm? Campbell speaking." Viv said into the receiver. 


"They burnt the joint hideout down," Rick said. 
"What?" Viv said, raising his voice. 


Steve walked in from the living room after hearing Vivian raise his voice. A frown presented itself across his 


face. 


"You heard me and that's not all; they burnt our hideout too," Rick continued on. "Izzy called and said they 
burnt the GNR hideout too." 


‘Oh bloody ‘ell," Viv groaned. 
"What?" Steve asked. 


"Our hideout was burnt down, so was GNR's hideout and the joint one," Viv said, holding his hand over the 


receiver. 
"Oh shite," Steve cursed. 
"| know," Viv nodded, removing his hand from the receiver. "Who did this?" 


"Crue and Rudy's reinvention of the Coverdale gang," Rick said. "They're calling themselves the Whitesnakes 


permanently now." 
"Damn it! Does Joe know?" Viv asked. 


"Sav's trying to reach him but he's not answering. Sav's on his way to your place now," Rick said. "l'm 


currently with Pete and Tony at my place; we're waiting for word on Joe." 


Viv knew what that meant. They were taking precautions in case something was wrong with Joe. If that be the 


case, they were remaining split apart that way the remaining members could keep the gang go. 
"lll keep in touch, | should get dressed,” Viv said, finally. 
"Alright, don't lose touch Vivian," Rick Allen said. 


"I won't," Viv responded, hanging up. "Sav's on his way and we'll likely visit Joe's place after. He's either not 
receiving his calls or he's not answering for some other reason, the boys are taking precautions.’ 


Steve frowned as Viv got up and got dressed. Just as he turned, he saw flashing lights outside the window. He 


narrowed his eyes for a moment before widening them. 


"Get down Steve," Viv said, quickly. 


Viv dropped to the ground as Steve followed his actions. Suddenly an army of gunshots shot through the 
windows. Vivian crawled out the bedroom door and hovered over Steve. Steve looked at him as if he were 
offended but that was short lived when more gunshots fired through. 

"| can protect myself,” Steve said. 

"| know," Viv replied. 

Vivian heard someone kick in the back door and moved away from Steve. He reached for his gun in his coat 
and flung it up and crawled back into the bedroom. He only shut the door after Steve crawled in. The gunshots 
stopped and the smell of smoke filled his nostrils. He glanced outside to see the lawn on fire and closed his 
eyes slowly. Silently, he was glad he never bought too much for this place. 

"We ‘ave to get out Vivian," Steve said. 

Vivian opened his eyes and nodded. "I know." 

Vivian grabbed what he could and immediately the two exited the house through the back way. They stood up 
and pointed their weapons when they heard a rustling sound but luckily it was just Sav. Viv cursed and lowered 
his gun again. 


"Let's go," Sav said, quickly. 


Vivian nodded and followed Sav back to his vehicle. He threw in his bags as Steve did the same and they both 


got in the car. Viv reloaded his gun as Sav drove straight for Joe's place without much of a word. 
First of all, are you two all right?" Sav asked. 

"Peachy!" Viv said. 

"We're as okay as we can be," Steve nodded. "But we lost Viv's place." 

While Steve did finally get a flat of his own, he usually was at Vivian's place these days. 

"Yeah, that can be replaced though," Viv nodded. "It still upsets me though." 


"| can understand,” Sav nodded. "We'll help you get something else. In the meantime, we need to find Joe and 


make sure he's okay. It's rare for him to ignore his calls." 
"| know," Viv nodded. "You're right! We shouldn't go busting in like nothing though, we need a plan" 


Before they could start planning, they pulled up on Joe's place to find it in flames. Steve gasped sharply as 


Viv's jaw dropped, only to close and tighten a minute later. Sav took a deep breath and parked across the 
street as Steve immediately stepped out of the car. He didn't approach the house right away though, he was 
aware it could be a trap. 

"We'll go in two houses down and cut through the yards to Joe's place," Viv said, stepping out of the car. 
"Good ideal" Sav nodded. 


They proceeded with the plan and when they got to the back door, they saw flames bursting from the back 


door. Viv took a long breath and grabbed Steve's arm when he attempted to move closer. 

"Don't!" Viv said, softly. 

"Vivian..." 

"There's fire from all ends of the place. If he's still in there, well." Viv interrupted but trailed off. 
"He's right," Sav nodded. 


Steve looked slightly hurt but immediately he changed his expression. They heard rustling from behind and 
turned to see what it was. Phil stepped out from the side of the neighbor's house, cursing. 


"Are you ‘ere to find Joe too?" Sav asked. 
Phil looked and chuckled. "No | was ‘ere with him when we were attacked" 
"So he's okay?" Viv asked. 


"Yes, I'm fine, just a little bruised," Joe said, as he came up behind Phil. "| heard voices; ones | recognized so | 


came back. | never really left after Phil and | escaped me house." 


Viv sighed in relief as Steve quickly moved to Joe and hugged him. Joe normally didn't express sentiments out 
in public but on this particular scenario, he did hug back. 


"They got the joint hideout, GNR's hideout, and our hideout too," Sav said, as Joe cursed 
"They got me house too, but before they shot it up," Viv also said. 

"Yeah, you probably should call Izzy soon," Sav nodded 

"Damn it" Joe groaned 


Joe cursed but made no other visible reactions. Despite his original thoughts that love would make him weak, it 


actually seemed to do the opposite. In fact, Steve seemed to think he was almost back to normal despite not 


realizing Phil and he were together. 


Sunday. 
4:50am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April 


Joe stood behind a store with Vivian on one side, Sav on the other, and Phil behind him. The remaining 
members of Ded Flatbird were in the SUV, waiting patiently. Izzy stood against his car with his whole gang 
around him. It was pretty much accepted that Izzy was the leader and for public appearances only, Axl played 
the part of leader [though his word meant more than anyone else's word]. 

"This could ‘ave gotten fatal," Joe said. 

"Yeah, it could have," Izzy said. "The Whitesnakes and Crue's new revamped bullshit gang was behind it, | know 
that for sure. | don't know if they had anyone else they're involved with. | know Mustaine's revamped gang, the 
Megadeth is an ally but | don't know if they're involved too." 

"Probably! | killed Mustaine," Joe replied. 

Izzy nodded, idly, but before he could reply, Duff did "Do you have a plan?" 


"Well it's probably best we find new hideouts for ourselves. We may want to hold off on the joint hideout for 
now, simply because they'll only look for it again and blow it," Joe said. 


"Yeah, they probably would," Duff nodded. 
"We need to be more cautious too," Izzy said. "We got too comfortable." 
"Aye, we did," Joe agreed. 


"We can't do that anymore. None of us are amateurs, we know how it goes. We can't get stupid again," Izzy 


continued on. 
"You're right," Joe agreed again. 


"We can't just go after them with all guns blazing; we need a real plan," Izzy said. "I'll have something thought 


up shortly." 


I'm already one step ahead of you. | plan to spend the rest of the night planning our attack. We'll likely go 
after the Whitesnakes and | take it your aim will be with the half-assed Crue, yes?" Joe replied, only to 
receive a nod. "We'll figure out something with the Megadeth gang but we may need to regain our allies. Tesla's 
gang is not available currently but Tom's Cinderella might be." 


Izzy nodded, idly. "You check in with the allies Flatbird ganged over time and | check with GNR's allies. | suggest 
we meet here every week until we decide it's too much or not enough, around this time or earlier; in fact, 
let's meet an hour earlier next week and we'll go over our plans then 

"Sounds like a plan," Joe nodded. 

After a little more conversation, the gangs each went their separate ways. 

Monday. 

|:50pm. 


Week Two. 
Month: April 


Neither gang wasted time in getting a new private hideout for their respected gangs. With their connections, 
what would usually take weeks or months took a matter of hours. Finally once they all got settled in, Viv 
passed out in the furthest bedroom of Ded Flatbird's hideout. 

"He's exhausted," Steve said, quietly. 

"| can't blame him," Pete muttered. 


Even he had become casual friends with Viv. 


"He's been up almost six days straight, practically," Joe replied, nodding. "Let him rest and if | need assistance, 


Ill take Phil. When he wakes, however, we'll go over our next course of action but for now, take it easy boys." 


Steve nodded but said nothing else. Pete nodded and stepped into one of the rooms as Rick settled in one of the 


chairs. They would rest..for now. 


Four: Burning the Bridges 


Author's Notes: 

Sorry Augustine, | said this chapter would have some revealing information but | didn't realize how much | 
actually wrote so next chapter for sure, which I'll post shortly too. 

Marked adult for violence. 


Monday. 
9:50pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Vivian laid his head back against the cushioned recliner and sipped his coffee. He still felt a bit tired but he 
needed to be up for his mates and help with the future plans. 
"Are you okay Vivian?" Rick asked out of nowhere. 


"Mhm," Viv smiled, slightly. "I'm just trying to regain composure of my senses before we do any kind of job, if 


we ‘ave any." 
"Not yet, but we do need to talk about our next course of action," Joe said. 
"Ah okay," Viv nodded. "I'm fine though, so let's plan 


Joe nodded and brought out a notebook. "From what | can gather, they attacked in a specific order but | 
suspect they hit your place last, Vivian" 


"| suspect that as well," Viv nodded, setting his coffee on the end table. 

"Right!" Joe nodded. "So they set it up this way on purpose, | presume." 

"Really? What was the point?" Viv asked, frowning. 

"Sav, explain," Joe said. 

"Well | did some digging and I've confirmed Megadeth's gang was involved in this as well. They were going on 


alphabetical order when it came to GNR; GNR's hideout was hit first, Izzy's place was hit next, the joint 
hideout was hit next. With you two, it was alphabetic but it wasn't continued from the order they used with 


GNR. They attacked Joe first and then they went for you, Vivian. Joe tells me GNR used to do their jobs in 
alphabetical order when they had several jobs, according to Izzy, but Nikki didn't know that. So they had to ‘ave 
gotten someone who did and there's no doubt Crue attacked Izzy and GNR. From my resources, | suspect both 
Megadeth and the Whitesnakes went after Joe, while | believe it was purely Whitesnake who attacked you Viv," 
Sav explained. "These attacks were set up in a way to send a warning, and while Coverdale told his gang to let 
it going in his final moments, they obviously haven't" 


"Apparently," Viv sighed. "What does the whisperer say about their future plans?" 
"The whisperer, Marty, says there will be another one but not right away," Joe replied. 


"This is dangerous now because Tommy Aldridge was with Coverdale, yet Steve and you, Vivian, are both still 


dlive," Sav said, but paused. "And Nikki got with Tommy before his death, yet Izzy and Axl are still alive." 
"l believe | know where this is going," Viv sighed, as Steve frowned. 


"I think you do too," Sav nodded. "They will target both of you but they will want you to see the other hurt 
first and then dead later. They likely won't kill you right away, think how David Coverdale worked. He didn't want 
you dead right away Viv, he wanted you to suffer and they'll use a similar tactic. Crue will likely do the same 
or attempt to with Izzy but they're a little more impatient. Even so, they'll want him to suffer too. Now 
Megadeth's vendetta is with both because Joe killed Mustaine but Duff killed Ellefson, so they'll assist in both 


cases.” 


Phil chuckled and shook his head as Joe chuckled too but more because he found it amusing that they were 
trying this. Maybe amusement wasn't the right thing to feel at this moment but he did. 


"Joe, are you seeing Izzy or anyone currently?" Sav asked. "I'm not trying to pry and you don't ‘ave to say so 


but if you are, keep him or her close if it's not Izzy." 
Joe nodded and glanced up. "Him and it's not Iz" 
Vivian raised his brows. "Really?" 

"He's safe, right?" Steve asked, 


They were all a little surprised that Joe admitted he was with someone. They were even more surprised that 


he allowed himself to be in a relationship. 


"Aye, now moving on," Joe said, eager to change the subject. "Our next course of action to decide where we 
want to live and I'm suggesting all you guys find new places ASAP. | chose this location because it's even less 
revealing than the last one and that wasn't easy to do. | ‘ave a few scenarios but instead of dragging this 
whole thing out like last time, we should settle it as quickly as possible and demand they ‘ave their gang war if 
that's what they want. As for now, we need to get settled in. Also, Steve, go see Frank Noon, but take Tony 


and Pete with you.” 


Viv nodded slightly but said nothing to the plan as Steve wasted no time in leaving. They pretty much had 
everything figured out at this point. 


At the same time.. 

Jeff stood against a tree as Tesla's hideout's blazing flames burned every inch of it down. Frank stood next to 
him and brought the bottle of liquor to his lips. 

"Call Joe Elliott and call Luke Spiller of the Struts gang," Jeff said. 

Troy nodded and wandered off to do just that. Frank Hannon pulled his arms across his chest and to say he 
wasn't happy was putting lightly. His attention was changed when he heard a car and glanced up to see Tom 
Keifer step out of his car with his gang following. 

"You all aright?" Tom asked. 


"We're fine," Jeff nodded. "Fairly pissed off 


| can understand," Tom frowned. "Come on, you can come with us." 


At the same time... 


Izzy sat in his car and watched at the transaction happening in the park with Slash, Duff, and a man named 
Scott. He had to make sure this guy didn't put any of his boys in danger. He silently breathed a sigh of relief 
when Slash and Duff walked back though. 

"What did he say?" Izzy asked the second Slash opened the door. 

"Metallica is teaming up with Megadeth," Slash said. 

“Their problem was with Mustaine but they have a problem with Ellefson dying for some odd reason They also 
have a problem with Sixx dying and maybe, just maybe, they're mad that Mustaine died by someone other 
than them," Duff said. 


Izzy cursed but nodded as he drove off in the opposite direction 


Monday. 
II:5Opm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Steve stepped around the car with his cigarette as Frank glared at him in silence. He knew better than to take 
his eyes off Steve or any of the Ded Flatbird members. They may be the lesser of the evils but they were 


still evil in his eyes. 
He always held a grudge against Joe's gang but especially Joe and Steve because any job that usually involved 
him was usually done by Steve and he could be ruthless at times. Not to mention, Joe hasn't always been the 


most kind with him and neither has his gang. This was the gang that didn't accept him but regardless of that, 
he had a soft spot for them; even despite the fact that he held a grudge. 


"Well ‘ello again Frankie," Steve said. 

"What do you want?" Frank asked. 

"So rude, aren't ya lad?" Steve chuckled. 

"With every right," Frank defended. 

"Says you, but that don't matter right now. | need you to find some information for me and l'm not asking you 
Frankie. Spy on Marty of Megadeth's revamped crap and find out if he's bullshitting or what. | also want you to 
find out who all is following us," Steve said. 

"Why don't you do it?" Frank sneered. 

"I ‘ave other activities to attend to. Now do it Frankie, | won't tell you again," Steve said. 

Tony seemed surprised how Steve, who was usually quiet and didn't speak too much, changed into somewhat of 
what you would expect a gang member to be like; dominate, demanding, and forceful while still seeming like 
himself. Pete, however, didn't seem so surprised. The gang life was a demanding one and certain situations 


required that kind of change. 


"Stephen..." 


"Number I, which is first and foremost, don't ever call me that Frankie," Steve chuckled "You haven't earned 
the luxury of calling me that. Number 2..do the job because if we ‘ave to do it for you..well the ending might 
not be nice for you." 

"You guys will never let me live down the fact that | owe Joe, will you?" 


"Not a chance lad," Steve said. "You owe him for life, now play your part" 


Frank muttered an insult but he nodded nonetheless and walked away. Pete snickered and glanced at Steve, who 


returned a look. 
"Do you think he'll do it?" Pete asked. 
"He'll do it," Steve nodded. "He knows his place." 


Pete only nodded to factor as Tony remained silent. 


Tuesday. 
50am. 

Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Steve returned to the hideout soon after and stepped in the backyard with a cigarette of his own. Not long 
after, Tony showed up outside behind him, causing a chuckle to escape his lips. 


"I knew you would come out sooner or later," Steve said. 
"Wha-" 


"The reveals of our locations, our homes, our allies locations, everything. Why do you think we didn't reveal 


any locations to you this time around? Aside from our hideout of course," Steve said. 
"You knew?" Tony asked, shocked. 


"Not at first but we figured out pretty quickly that you were, indeed, the rat,” Steve replied. "Along with 
Steven Adler." 


"Joe doesn't-" 


"Oh he knows, trust me, he knows," Steve chuckled again. 

"To hell with you and this gang," Tony yelled. 

As he yelled, he darted at Steve, causing whispers from inside. Steve turned quickly and caught his fist before 
twisting it to the side. Tony cried out and reached for his gun Steve shoved him back and managed to avoid a 
gunshot. Another gunshot went off and Tony fell to the ground, crying out in pain. Joe stood at the top of the 
steps, on the patio, holding his gun. Vivian didn't quite pull out his gun but he kept his hand near his back 
pocket. Sav didn't say anything; he remained next to Joe in silence. 


"You're ‘ere? Tony cried out. 


"Course, do you really think | would leave, knowing you would target who you thought was weakest?" Joe said. 


"As you can see, Steve is far from weak" 

"You betrayed me..you all betrayed me," Tony spat. 

"Oh? How so?" Joe asked. 

"Years ago when this gang started, you left me out there to die, how could you do that? | was one of the 
first in this god forsaken group. You left me to die," Tony glared. "They say the rock brigade is loyal to his 
gang but you weren't always." 

"| did leave you," Joe said, confirming his words. 


"Why?" 


"Question of loyalty. You weren't exactly loyal yourself when you conspired with our enemies and laid the 


blame on Pete," Joe responded. 

"| was exploring my options but | didn’t tell them anything. You're just pissed off because | didn't sleep with 
you. You slept with everyone in this joint," Tony spat, and pointed at Steve. "Including him when your gang was 
growing momentum." 

"You know nothing," Joe chuckled. 

"|" 


"Shut up Tony, you jump to assumptions too often," Steve interrupted. 


Tony quickly reached for his gun but he wasn't fast enough. Joe pulled the trigger and shot Tony in the chest. 
Now normally he went for quick shots but he didn't want to dirty the yard too much. They had just got this 


hideout after all. 
"He would ‘ave told, he had to die," Joe said, nonchalantly. 
"No, | agree," Viv nodded. 


With that, Viv and Sav cleaned the mess and disposed of the body. 


Tuesday. 
5:20am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Steve gazed at the ceiling as Vivian stroked his thigh and laid next to him. Neither of them were undressed 
but they definitely were wearing less clothing than they normally would be wearing. 


‘I'm not feeling well," Steve said, barely above a whisper. 

"What's wrong?" Vivian asked, frowning. 

"Me body hurts, | ‘ave a headache and I'm a bit nauseated," Steve answered. "| feel a little dizzy." 
"You haven't felt well often as of late," Viv sighed. 


"I know; | think part of it is Whitesnake's gang screwed my body up when they attacked and the other part is | 
haven't been the most healthy as of late," Steve said. 


"IIl talk to Joe," Viv nodded. "But you need to take better care." 
Clearly | do," Steve said, softly. 


Viv chuckled and climbed out of bed, before changing into some jeans. He made his way to the lounge where 


Joe was mapping out their next course of action and making plans on what to tell Izzy when they next met. 
"Joe? Can | ‘ave a word with you?" Viv said, quietly. 


"Of course, what is it?" Joe answered, setting his pen down and turning his full attention to Vivian 


"lm not sure ‘Ow well Steve is," Viv said, causing Joe to frown. "He never did properly heal from his attack 
with Whitesnake and now he's ‘aving more headaches. Also, just now he confirmed he was feeling ill and 
nauseated." 

"Let me talk to him," Joe groaned. 

‘Of course but you'll ‘ave to go see him, seeing as he's a bit dizzy right now," Viv said. 

Joe's frown deepened but he stood up and made his way toward the room Vivian and Steve were using. Steve 
didn't shift much but he frowned when he didn't hear anyone talk at first. He closed his eyes to prevent the 
nausea from getting worse. 

"| feel awful Joe," Steve said, quietly. 

"So Vivian tells me," Joe responded. "Do you believe you were poisoned or was this your own doing?" 

"It wouldn't surprise me if | were poisoned but | honestly ‘aven't been taking care of myself," Steve admitted, 
"Steve, this is no time to get stupid," Joe replied. "Now you rarely get ill so for you to do this... 

"I know," Steve nodded. "It's not as if | purposely did it. I've felt | had a responsibility to dedicate myself to the 
gang rather than worry about myself. | know nothing else and lately, | don't know what it is but I've felt antsy. 
| just feel a sense of dread." 

"Why?" Joe frowned. 

"The other gangs; | feel as if their attack is going to hit hard this time," Steve said, softly. 

"Should | go grab some medicine from the corner shop?" Viv asked. 

"No, Rick can get it," Joe said, frowning still. "But if you could, go grab some club sodas. If you'd like, you can 
grab food, but we're going to lock ourselves in this hideout for a while and plan our next course of action until 
our meet up with Izzy." 


Viv nodded. "Consider it done." 


Viv bowed and turned on his heels to leave. 


Five: Unveiling the Pages 


Author's Notes: 
Marked adult for some content | consider adult oriented. You see what how cold the guys can get with this 


chapter. 


Tuesday. 
II:50am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Duff walked out of the hideout, loading his guns. Slash loaded the vehicle up and chuckled at the fact that they 
were doing this, although to be honest, he would have made the same decision He had no doubt there was 
some tender feelings still there between Izzy and Joe, despite the denial from Izzy. 

"Ok boys," Izzy said as he walked out. "Joe called me and said his boy, Vivian, left for one reason or another 
and has been missing since then. Joe also informed me that his boy, Phil, was missing as well. We're all allies so 
our job is to support him in the search. His gang is tracking Viv's steps, so what we're going to do is track the 


pubs. It's well known that Crue, Megadeth, and the Whitesnakes meet up there so let's go." 


Axl rolled his eyes but followed along with the plan. He honestly didn't mind as much as he made it seem like. 
At the pub.. 


Izzy sat in the SUV, smoking a cigarette, waiting for Duff and Slash to return. The spying was their job on this 
mission but he made sure he was readily available in case something went wrong. Luckily Duff walked out with 
Slash and shook his head as he got into the SUV. 

"They were talking about it," Duff said. "They got both Vivian and Phil." 


"Ok, wait a damn sec, who got who?" Izzy frowned. 


"Is what you expect, Megadeth's shit got Phil with Whitesnake's assistance and in return, they assisted 


Whitesnake in targeting Vivian" 

Izzy closed his eyes and sighed. "Joe's going to be pissed. Are they dead?" 

"| don't know if they are yet but where ever they are, we need to find them quick. They did the same thing to 
both of them; gave them a nice beating and buried them," Duff said. "Stupid assholes didn't even notice Slash 
and | listening in, or maybe they did know we were there. Either way, they talked freely about it" 


"Buried them?" Axl nearly interrupted with a frown, 


"Yeah, you know, the thing you do with dead people. Prep them and put them in a coffin and bury them," Duff 
replied "They were alive when they buried them according to that idiot, Gar" 


"FUCK!" Izzy cursed, loudly. "Joe needs to know." 


"How the hell are we going to find them? In case you haven't noticed, this not a block search, this is a whole 


fucking city search," Axl said. 

"They didn't say where they were, they just said something about Old Chap O or something," Slash said. 
"Old chap 0, eh? That's an old gas station," Izzy mused, as he began down the road. "Ah a payphone, good." 
"An old gas station?" Slash questioned. 


"Yeah, it's abandoned though. It shut down a long time ago," Axl said, also knowing exactly where it was too. 


"They're likely buried behind it somewhere though." 
"What makes you say that?" Slash asked. 


"Well rumor has it people were killed and buried behind the station so l'm assuming the same goes for this," 


Axl said. 

"Screw the damn phone, we don't have much time, let's go," Izzy said. 

For once, Axl was actually helping with solving this ‘mystery’ instead of rolling his eyes or whining. 

Izzy sped down the road and while it did take a little time, he finally made it to the abandoned gas station. Izzy 
immediately got out of the car and pulled a shovel from the back They kept shovels handy; they were a gang 
after all and sometimes shit happened. 


"Boys, dig in different spots and while we're doing that, someone find a payphone and call Joe," Izzy said. 


Axl nodded and decided to be the one to find a payphone. 


Meanwhile the others rushed to the back of the station and began digging in different spots. They were going 
as fast as they could but Izzy knew they may very well be too late. 


"VIVIAN! PHIL! If you're down there, | need a sign guys," Izzy yelled. 


Izzy thought he heard something but he wasn't sure if it was just his imagination or if he really heard it. Just 
then, Axl pulled back up and grabbed a shovel himself. 


"Joe's gang is on their way," Axl said, rushing over. 


Axl chose a spot to begin digging and dug away. Not long after, another SUV pulled up and Joe quickly got out 
of the car. His boys and he brought their own shovels and began assisting in the dig. 


“According to my boys, Gar and his allies talked freely about burying them and they mentioned this place. | 
don't know if they're buried here man, | won't lie to you, but its the only lead we have. Its worth a shot," Izzy 


explained. 


‘Its the only lead we ‘ave too," Joe nodded. "We found Viv's car and there was blood so he probably was hit. He 


might not be conscious." 


Izzy cursed and tried to dig a little bit faster after receiving that information. Steve said nothing; he was 


consumed with worry and chose to stay quiet. After receiving medicine from Rick, he insisted on coming too. 


"Guys! | hit something, | don't know if it's them or one of the rumored bodies that were buried here," Duff 


said. 
"The bodies rumored to be buried ‘ere are a few more yards away," Joe said, rushing over. 


Joe dug until he couldn't anymore and jumped down on the coffin. Izzy joined him and with assistance, they 


pulled the lid open to reveal Phil. He squinted and looked up as Joe removed the bandana from his mouth. 
"Are you okay?" Joe asked, softly. 

"I'm bound mate," Phil said, softly. 

Joe frowned and glanced up. "Find Vivian!" 


Joe shifted as best as he could and carefully pull Phil out before untying him. The remaining guys continued 
digging until Matt hit something. 


"Ey, | hit something,” Matt said. 


After assisting Phil to the SUV where Rick would check him out, Joe joined Matt in digging the remaining of 
the dirt over the second coffin. Immediately he jumped into the hole and with assistance from Pete, he pulled 


the lid up. Vivian laid there, unconscious, gagged, and unresponsive. There was a small bag pack next to him. 
"Vivian? Vivian?" Joe called, and frowned. "Rick!" 
Joe and Pete both shifted so they could pull the coffin open completely and found he was also tied 


"Gods there's a lot of blood," Joe frowned. "All right, Pete and | will lift him, and | need one of you to pull him 


up. 
"All right Joe," Izzy nodded. 


Joe untied him and removed the gag before he signaled Pete and they lifted him from the coffin. Joe found 
that they somehow had glued his shirt; true Whitesnake fashion. 


"Fuck! Stop! Stop!" Joe cursed. "We need to get this shirt off him; they glued his shirt to the coffin 

Joe pulled a knife from his back pocket and cut Vivian's shirt off him. Then he tried to lift him and this time, 
Vivian's body came up with ease. Pete helped him lift Vivian's limp body and Izzy took his hands. Slash stepped 
in to assist and they pulled Vivian's body up. Rick was quick to check on him as Joe and Pete jumped out of the 
hole. 

"His heart is beating but-" 

"But what?" Steve asked, quietly. 


Rick leaned down and performed CPR until Viv gasped. He choked a bit as Rick tilted Viv's head slightly so he 


could spit out blood It didn't take him long to lose consciousness again. 


| need to get him back to the hideout; Phil too," Rick said. "They're both pretty banged up and ‘aving a hard 
time staying conscious. The difference is Phil was hit straight against the back while Vivian's head suffered 
half of the hit." 


Joe's gaze darkened "We need to meet up sooner with our plans lz but | need to get my boys to safety.” 


"Understood!" Izzy nodded. "They'll expect us to meet tonight so we'll meet tomorrow night..or morning rather 
around 3 or 4 in the morning at the same spot." 


"Sounds like a plan," Joe nodded and then looked at each member of GNR. "Your help is appreciated, | mean it" 


They each nodded as Joe carried Viv to the SUV and they took them back to the hideout. 


"Still think | made a mistake?" Izzy asked. 
"| never said it was a mistake, | just said | wasn’t sure," Matt said. "But | think you made the right call” 


Izzy merely nodded and accepted that answer. 


Tuesday. 
6:00pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Phil had been in and out of consciousness half the day but finally he was awake. He snickered as Joe moved 


from the chair and leaned next to the bed. 
"Tell me, ‘Ow do you feel?" Joe asked. 
"Sore but I'll survive," Phil chuckled. "Give me a few hours and I'll bounce back." 


"Ah!" Joe nodded. "Well we're not planning anything before tomorrow night when we meet up with Izzy. Tell me 
who exactly it was that attacked you?" 


"Good! | think I'm done in before then anyway. Rudy with his Whitesnakes and Gar with his Megadeth," Phil 
replied. "But ‘Ow is Viv?" 


"Eh he has some brain swelling but surprisingly there's no concussion," Joe said, opting out of saying anything 
about the attackers. "He woke up a few hours ago but as far as | know, he's resting again. He should be okay 
though despite the scare we had with him." 


"Well thats good and is he breathing all right? | know he wasn't there for a moment," Phil asked. 


"He's a little short of breath but like with you, Rick set him up with a breathing tube and he's doing fine with 
that. Don't worry about it love," Joe chuckled. 


‘| ‘ave to, you guys are me family," Phil snickered. "And you are my love." 
Joe smiled slightly and glanced down, ignoring Phil, who was watching his reactions. 


"You're more sensitive than I've ever seen you mate,” Phil chuckled. "You still ‘aven't told me why." 


"You're right, | 'aven't," Joe breathed. 
"No pressure, don't get tense on me now love. | was merely commenting on the fact," Phil chuckled. 


"I know," Joe snickered. "Aside from feeling lonely, which you ‘ave cured, there is something else. Two years 


ago, | had a fling; I'm capable of them, don't look at me that way." 

"You? A fling? You're usually all business," Phil laughed, softly. 

"Usually yes but a man has needs and | had a fling. | didn't realize it would come back to bite me, especially 
since | was sloppy and didn't use protection. It was merely a one-time thing though, no strings attached, love. It 
happened though and recently, | found out she died," Joe chuckled. 

"She died? Ah how sad! Do you ‘ave feelings for her still?" Phil asked, curiously. 


"No, not at all. | never did," Joe replied. 


"Then what was the point of that story if you don't ‘ave feelings for her? Why would that make you 


sensitive?" Phil asked. 


"She died Phil," Joe said, causing Phil to furrow his brows in confusion more so. "Think about it a minute, | had 
unprotected sex and two years later she's dead. Now there's a child a little over one probably heading for 


foster care unless | do something." 


"Joe, why would her child ‘ave anything to do WI-" Phil started but stopped mid-sentence. "Joe, is that child 


yours?" 


Joe nodded. "To be fair, | never knew until recently when | was contacted. She never tried to find me, nor did 
she ask for money; she took care of that child herself. | don't know what she was involved with but it was 


unrelated to our gangs." 
Phil took a deep breath and pinched the bridge of his nose. "What are you going to do, love?" 


"This lifestyle is no life for a small toddler; however | don't want the child in foster care," Joe said, quietly. "l 
need to find a family for this child” 


"Is that what you really want?" Phil asked. 


"Phillip, what choice do | ‘ave? We both know I'll never give up this gang life and even if | were someone who 
wanted to, you never get out once you're in. I'm not the type to sit at home and play dad with a regular life 
though, and | don't imagine | ever will be. This life is not for a child and imagine if the enemies ever found out 


about it. That kid would be targeted; however if | directly get involved, they'll know there's some relation there. 


So | ‘ave to get someone else to get involved," Joe answered. 

"Joe." Phil paused. "Do what you think is best but ‘ave you seen the child?" 

"Aye, | was given a photo," Joe nodded as his expression softened. "Blond hair, green eyes; he's a boy and he 
was named Jayden Thomas; ironic really because my middle name is Thomas. This is for the best though and | 
can't ‘ave that big of a risk around." 

So Joe had seen the child and that sort of explained why he seemed so sentimental on the subject: 


"You do what you need but be cautious Joe," Phil said, softly. 


Joe nodded and said nothing else about it. 


Six: Tending with the Effects 


Author's Notes: 
Also features James from Metallica and Motley Crue, Tommy. 


Tuesday. 
8:30pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Vivian stirred awake not long ago and watched Steve there for a moment, before turning his gaze to the 
ceiling. He didn't know how long he gazed at the ceiling but he felt the bed shift. He turned his gaze back 
toward Steve and his gaze softened. 

"Mm ‘Ow are you?" Viv asked. "You were sick not long ago." 

| should ask you the same; you're the one with a breathing tubes up your nostrils," Steve chuckled. 

"lm great love," Viv chuckled, too. 

"You always say that," Steve said. "You're lying Vivian. You can't lie, not to me." 


Viv chuckled again. "I ‘spose | can't." 


"No, you can't. Now ‘Ow are you really?" Steve asked. "You were ‘aving nightmares; some of them caused me 


to put a breathing mask on you. You kept holding your breath." 


I'm okay, or | will be; lm just in thought,” Viv said, ignoring the comments about the nightmares. "I just don't 
get it. Oh did you find anything near me when you found me?" 


"In thought?" Steve asked, furrowing his brows. "There was a bag but it had one of those little lock and tie 
things you buy from the store and it had your name on it. | didn’t open it, nor did we try but Joe wants to be 


‘ere when you open it in case its dangerous. What do you know Vivian?" 


"Rudy said something peculiar to me," Viv sighed. "| don't know if he was just tugging my strings or if it's true. 
David had that bag and he stuffed it before the gang war a few months ago. It was to be given to me if | 
‘happened to survive the gang war. White snakes disobeyed his wishes though and planned to bury it with me." 


"What is in the bag?" Steve asked, frowning. 
"Don't know but | want it. Where is it?" Viv asked. 


Steve held up a finger and got up to grab the bag. He did return eventually but Joe followed him, causing 
Vivian to sit up slowly. 


"Don't fret blue eyes," Joe said. "I just want to be ‘ere when you open it. Do you have a key?" 

Viv nodded. "They stuffed it in an envelope in me jeans." 

Viv leaned down and reached for the jeans that were left there, and sure enough, he pulled out a small 
envelope. He took the bag and glanced up at Joe, who nodded. With that, Vivian slipped the key into the lock 
keeping the ties on the bag closed and unlocked it. 

"Proceed!" Joe ordered 

Vivian nodded and opened the bag completely to reveal a few contents in it. Viv frowned at the bundles of 
letters but refrained from touching them. He pulled out a small box, followed by another one, and finally pulled 
out the series of letters. He pulled out a few journals which were mostly written by David except for one that 
had the name ‘Mary’ on it. 

"Who is Mary?" Steve asked, softly. 


"Me mum," Vivian answered, softly. "He returned her things to me." 


"This looks like personal items but | want you to open the boxes and if we're still alive, I'll leave you be to 


explore it. | ‘ave one request though," Joe said, quietly. 

"What is that?" Viv asked. 

"If there's anything of significant use in David's journals, I'd like to see it," Joe replied. 
"Of course mate," Viv nodded. 


Viv did get the boxes open and once Joe was sure there were no bombs or traps, he left the room. 


Wednesday. 
5:30am. 


Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Viv was still sitting up at the late hours of the night reading old letters and going through the journals left to 
him by David. Steve had gone out on an emergency meeting with Joe to see Frank. When they returned, Viv 
was still looking in the journal frowning. 


"Are you okay?" Steve asked. "Why are your breathing tubes out?" 


‘Sorry love, they were irritating me," Vivian chuckled, but shook his head. "And l'll be fine really. There's just 
things in ‘ere, including bits about my mum that are a bit to digest" 


"| can imagine," Steve nodded. 
"Joe, you take this journal and read it," Viv said, picking up a brown journal. "It might be of use to you." 


Joe nodded and took the book "Thank youl" 


"He wrote out all his plans, idea by idea, step by step, and he states that if something happens, his gang would 
probably use a similar approach. | thought it could be of use to you if you study his ways," Viv said, softly. 


"It could," Joe nodded. "Vivian, | do want to ask you something though." 

"Of course," Viv nodded. 

"Are you really alright?" Joe asked. "Don't you dare lie to me either, am | clear?" 

Vivian frowned but nodded. "I will be fine." 

"Vivian-" 

"| said | will be fine Joe, not that | was now," Vivian interrupted. "I still feel like I'm suffocating, but | know | 
can't afford to let that overtake me. I'm one of your right hand men and | need to be mentally capable of 


protecting the family's hideout." 


Some gang members called their gangs their ‘family’ or the ‘family’ and members of the flatbirds were no 


different. 


Joe took a slow breath and refrained from saying something at first. Steve remained silent as well although he 


seemed a little more upset by the information 


"I think you're going to need more time than we have; therefore to fill in for you, I'll ‘ave-" 
"Joe wait!" Viv interrupted once again. "| can do this, but | just need patience." 


"Vivian, Ill tell you what I'll do..we'll go to the meeting with Iz later on and if you seem on top of your game, Ill 
drop it," Joe said. 


"Deall" Viv nodded. 
"Alright," Joe replied. 


Without another word, Joe walked out of the room. 


Wednesday. 
6:30pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Gar glanced up and grinned at James Hetfield, Tommy Lee and Rudy in front of him. 
"They really think we would be stupid enough to ‘accidently’ let them hear?" Gar questioned. 
"I know GNR did but they probably caught on now," Tommy chuckled. 


| would hope so," Gar snickered. "The whole idea was the let them find their buddies. We'll see how in shape 


they are." 


"l agree but | was silently hoping Vivian would be dead before they found them but whatever works," Rudy 
admitted. 


"So they survived that?" Gar asked. 
lm not 100% positive mate but the flatbirds did carry off their mates and GNR helped find them," Rudy said. 
"Then they probably survived,’ Gar chuckled. 


He didn't know why he found all of this amusing but it was. 


"Even if they survived what you did to them physically. Mentally, they're fucked," James snickered. "I say we 
should plan an attack and see how fucked they truly are." 


"Yes, let's do it," Rudy smirked. 


Tommy ordered another round of drinks as they planned their next attack 


Thursday. 
3:30am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Joe leaned against his car, arms crossed over his chest, eyes directly on Izzy. Sav stood next to him as he 
usually did and Phil was sitting on the hood of the car. Vivian stood, leaning toward his right side, on Joe's 
other side. 


"How are you guys?" Izzy asked. 


Izzy looked at each guy and turned his attention back to Joe. A small snicker escaped Joe's lips and Izzy swore 


he muttered something but he couldn't understand the words coming from the British man's lips. 
"| ‘spose we're fine," Joe replied, ignoring his former comments. 
"Vivian? Phil?" Izzy asked, looking at each of them as he spoke their names. 


"Just groovy baby," Phil smirked, earning himself a few chuckles from both gangs. "Honestly, l'm okay. It was 
just a bit of a step back, mentally." 


"Yes, yes, just a step back, but I'll be fine," Vivian echoed Phil's response. 


Izzy didn't miss how Vivian voiced his response as if he would be fine in the future instead of stating he was 
fine in the present. That being said, he merely nodded and turned his attention back to Joe. 


"They killed Marty," Izzy said, as Joe cursed. "They caught on that he was the whisperer and shot him to 
death." 


"Where's his body?" Joe asked. 


"They beat him and sent him home to his girlfriend; he was buried yesterday," Izzy replied. 

"Geezus!" Joe grumbled. "It happens though." 

"Speaking of disposing of traitors, we did boot Steven Adler," Izzy said. 

Joe nodded. "And we booted Tony Kenning, and then we did kill him" 

"Tony eh?" 

"Yes, he would ‘ave told if we didn't," Joe nodded, again. 

"Probably," Izzy replied. "Enough of the small talk, lets get down to the real business like plans. GNR is going to 
track down the club James from Metallica goes to. He goes there because James owns it. They want to send 
their message, then that's fine but we can do the same." 

As the two leaders discussed their plans, Vivian felt a wave of dizziness hit him. He bit his bottom lip to keep 
from letting on that he was feeling off but it only worsened. He took a deep breath not managed to make sure 
it was quiet enough that nobody would hear. 

"Vivian?" Joe called, catching Viv's attention 

"Yes?" Viv responded. 

"Can you handle the job?" Joe asked. 

"I can handle any job you give me," Viv said. 

"Did you hear what the job was?" Joe asked. 

"| spaced out," Viv admitted. "But | can handle it no matter." 

"That being said, we'll discuss the job and Izzy, | will contact you soon," Joe said. 

"Same place, same time, five days," Izzy replied. 


"Done!" Joe nodded. 


Joe waited for Izzy and GNR to leave before he turned to Vivian. His eyes narrowed as Viv used the car to 
keep his balance and suddenly he gasped. 


"Vivian..." 


"| can do it," Viv gasped. 
"No! You can't!" Joe said, calmly. 


Viv opened his mouth to respond but it was too much for him. He gasped as if he were gasping for air and 
began to crouch. Joe caught him though and helped him into the car. 


"You should have stated you weren't well," Joe said, quietly. 

"I didn't feel it was important," Viv replied. "I'm dizzy mate; | was hit pretty hard" 

"I am a bit too," Phil said, as he got in the car. "Not as much as he obviously is but a little bit” 

"Am | that obvious?" Viv asked. 

"Yeah mate, you really are," Phil chuckled. 

Steve got into the car and Viv used his shoulder as a pillow as Joe drove back to the hideout. He helped Vivian 
to the bedroom and stood there for a moment until Viv lost consciousness. Joe nodded his head, silently 
ordering Steve to follow. Steve didn't disobey, he merely nodded and followed after Joe. 

"He can't go out there like that," Joe said, calmly. 

"But Joe-" 


"Steve, you're not blind. You see ‘Ow affected he is," Joe said. 


"Yeah but | think he can do this if he confronts this," Steve defended. "He was hit Joe, he has brain swelling 
and he feels out of breath; he's also dealing with some fears but | think he can do this." 


"He's hard-headed," Joe commented. 
If | can get him to confront his issues and deal with his health, will at least give it a chance?" Steve asked. 


Joe mused a minute but ended up nodding. "If he can stay on his feet without wincing or looking as if he's 


ready to fall. In return, if he can't handle it, | expect you to accept that. Is that clear?" 
"Crystal clear," Steve nodded. 


Joe nodded and walked away, leaving Steve to muse over his thoughts. 


Seven; Revenge Strikes Back 


Author's Notes: 
Also features bands not listed in my bands. Marked adult for violence. 


Thursday. 
6:30am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


The dream. 
Vivian's fingers clutched the sheet and he gasped as he felt the hot breath from the man he despised on his neck 


"Vivian..." 


David's voice seemed to echo and no matter how many times Vw reached out, he couldnt grab at him. It was 


almost lke he was there but only in spirit 

'Go back to helll" Vivian hissed 

‘tm already there and Im taking you with me," David chuckled, brushing his Ips aganst Vivian's neck 

Vivian gasped as the feeling of suffocation overtook hm the minute Davids Ips touched his neck and he pressed his 
hands upward, as if he were trying to escape something or push something He gasped repeatedly and tightened his 


hands into fists. He kicked his knee upward and blinked several times as if he were trying to keep conscious. 


Suddenly he felt a hand shake him and immediately he dropped his hands. 
The realization 


Vivian stirred awake to find Rick hovering over him. He closed his eyes again, only to squint as a flash went 
off. Rick was likely taking x-rays of his head; Rick was usually the medically knowledgeable one so he treated all 


their wounds. 


"Vivian?" Steve called. 


Vivian didn't respond for a moment. He frowned and eventually opened his eyes as he listened to the chatter 


around him. His eyes focused on the spots on the ceiling until he was spoken to again. 
"Vivian?" Steve called again 

"Hmm?" Viv answered, finally. 

"Are you alright?" Steve asked. 

‘Im ‘aving a hard time catching me breath," Viv gasped, looking away as if he were ashamed. 


Rick turned up the oxygen just a little bit as Joe watched everything in silence from the door. After a while, 


Rick did leave the room and warned Joe not to let him go out. 
"Vivian." Joe breathed. "I think you need time to heal.” 
"Joe, I-" Viv started, but trailed off. 


‘It's settled then, I'll have Pete fill in until you're well. Once | can be sure you're well, you will resume your 


position," Joe said 

Viv refused to look up. "Understood!" 

"Look at me blue eyes," Joe ordered. 

Vivian slowly looked upward at the leader. "I meant no disrespect Joe." 

"I know but you ‘ave nothing to be ashamed of. You just gave in to my plans so you at least suspect you can't 
do the job. You're not a quitter and you only lay back if you know you're the possible cause of a potential 
disaster. However, | ask, do you think I'm making the right decision?" 

"Yes, | do," Vivian sighed. "I feel like I'm suffocating still even though | can breathe. l'm struggling to breathe 
and it's setting my body into panic mode, thus causing the survival instincts to kick in. This would be a 
potential danger in jobs and cause a potential danger to all of you. Fuck! | can't even see straight" 


Before, Joe could respond, Rick returned to the room and nodded. 


"Despite what we previously thought, it turns out you do ‘ave a concussion, along with the brain swelling. That 


is the reason you're dizzy," Rick said. 


Joe nodded. "Then it's settled" 


"It is," Vivian nodded, and then winced. 
Joe turned his gaze toward Steve. "You're in agreement then, right?" 


Steve knew exactly what Joe was doing; he was testing him in a sense. He was making sure Steve kept to his 
word and accepted the outcome of the situation. 


"Yes, l'm in agreement,” Steve said, glancing down. 
"Good!" 


Joe turned on his heel and walked away from the two. 


Thursday. 
5:35pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


James cursed and threw a bottle at the tree as he watched the remaining pieces of his club burn down. He 


tightened his jaw and turned to find Rudy, Tommy Aldridge and T-Bone walk up. 

"They really did it now," James growled. 

"Target their loved ones," T-bone said, simply. "Izzy and Ax; Vivian and Steve; Joe..| don't know with him. | know 
he and Phil are hanging around a lot but so are Sav and he. So | don't know about the rock brigade. He loves 
his gang though and allies. Struts; Guns group; Tesla and Cinderella." 


"Let's go," James nodded. 


T-bone nodded and followed after James. 


Thursday. 
8:35pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Keifer sat against the car and glanced up when Jeff walked up. Eric stood, idly, beside him and nodded in 


acknowledgment. 
"Hey, we got a problem," Jeff said. 


Before anyone could say anything, gunshots rang out and both of the respect gangs fell to the ground. The 
gunshots stopped but only long enough for them to hear a loud boom. Jeff glanced up to see the car on fire. 


"MOVE! MOVE! It's going to blow," Jeff yelled. 


The guys moved as fast as they could and sure enough the car blew, sending pieces all over. Tom Keifer's 
eyes widened and he nearly ran back for his member, Fred, but Eric grabbed his arm as another backfire 


from the blown car hit. Tom scanned the area and there was no doubt; Fred was dead. 
"We need to meet up with Rock Brigade..NOW!" Keifer snapped. 


Jeff nodded and climbed off the ground. 


Thursday. 
9:05pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Luke Spiller watched as his man, Rafe Thomas ran back from a mission. Phil Lewis was with him, the two gangs 
had been working together. Gunshots suddenly fired from different directions, hitting Rafe several times. Luke 
dropped to the ground with Adam and glanced around for the remaining of his guys. He turned his head toward 
the left and saw Jamie a few feet away, coughing blood. Luke would have crawled toward him but more 


gunshots fired and killed him. 
"FIND Izzy! Find Rock Brigade!" Luke yelled out. 


Lewis cursed several times as Adam and did exactly as requested. 


Thursday. 
10:25pm. 
Week Two. 


Month: April. 


Izzy smoked a cigarette on the park bench and enjoyed the silence. Sadly, the silence didn't last long and 
instantly Izzy, as well as GNR, dropped to the ground when a stream of gunfire rang out. 


"It has to be Metallica," Izzy said. 
"BINGO!" James said from somewhere. 


They heard a loud bang and glanced up to see their car on fire and a bunch of gang members running from it. 


It was likely the Crue and Whitesnake. The remaining of Megadeth was probably with them. 
"COWARDS!" Axl yelled in frustration 

More gunfire rang through before silence finally hit again. 

"I've been hit," Matt grunted. 

"GNRI Let's get Matt out of here,” Slash said, loudly. "Izzy, find out where Joe is." 


Izzy only nodded to the order. Despite that he ran things usually, he followed orders from others too. There 


was no real leader though he was thought of as one because he handled all the business. 


Friday. 
|:05am. 

Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Joe happened to be out at the moment. Steve, Sav, and Phil were with him, silently obligating his every 
request. They were there to find Luke but he was nowhere to be seen; therefore Joe concluded he wasn't 
there. He moved through the club when someone grabbed his shoulder. He almost swung and he would have if 


it weren't for the fact that he cought that it was Izzy. 
"Don't do that-" 


"They're shooting up everyone," Izzy interrupted. 


"What? Who?" 
"Who the hell do you think? James, Megadeth, Crue, and White snake," Izzy snapped without really meaning to. 
"Are you all alright?" Joe asked 

"Matt was hit and Duff suffered a gunshot as well," Izzy replied. "They're surviving though” 

ica 


"I heard from Luke Spiller; they got his gang too and killed two of their members; Phil Lewis was with him. 
Word on the street is Tesla and Keifer's gang were hit too," Izzy interrupted. 


"FUCK!" Joe cursed, repeatedly. "FUCK!" 

The minute they heard tires squeal, they dropped to the ground immediately and not but a minute later, 
gunfire rang out. The flatbirds managed to get split up but they each took cover where ever they could find 
it. People were running and screaming, and being shot at the same time. Joe cursed and followed Sav behind a 
table. 

"TO HELL WITH YOU!" Phil yelled out. 


Steve loaded his pistol and glanced up to see a pistol pointed at him. Meanwhile Phil crawled behind another 


table and came face to face with a pistol in his face as well. 


"Say good night Phil," Chris Poland chuckled. 


Izzy stayed close to Joe and Sav but the three of them heard a few gun shots and glanced at each other. 
"Where are your boys?" lzzy asked. 

"STEVE? PHL?" Joe called out. 

"Ive been shot mate,” Phil replied 

"Ye-Yeah me too," Steve stuttered 


Joe cursed and began crawling out when the gunfire seized for a moment. He found Phil first and found he had 


been shot in the arm, but he seemed to be in pain. He glanced over to see Chris Poland had been shot dead. 


"FIND STEVE!" Joe called out. 


Sav crawled out from behind his table and began looking for Steve. It took a minute but he found him behind 
one of the tables as well. Steve sat against the table, holding his side, breathing softly with his eyes closed. 


"Steve?" Sav called, softly. 

"Im alright mate but it hurts like hell" Steve said 

Sav nodded and pulled the table cloth off the ground and pressed it against Steve side 
"Hold pressure on that," Sav ordered 


Steve merely nodded and held the cloth against his side as Sav yelled out he found him. Once they were sure 


the gunfire seized, Joe made it to Steve and checked him out. 

"Stephen, look at me," Joe ordered. 

Steve opened his eyes and looked at Joe. "l'm alive Joe." 

"And | want to keep it that way, come on," Joe said. 

Joe helped Steve up but when they got outside, they saw that their cars were on fire. 
"FUCK!" Joe cursed, loudly. 

"Flatbirds, find a phone and call Pete," Joe said. 


Sav nodded and went to do just that. When Pete finally arrived, Joe helped Steve into the car as Phil helped 


himself in the car. Joe turned and faced Izzy with narrowed eyes. 
"Time and place?" Joe asked. 
"Now! Herel” Izzy replied. 


Joe nodded and turned toward Pete before ordering him to go on and return in ten minutes. Pete merely 
nodded and did so while Sav remained with Joe. 


"Plan?" Joe asked. 
"Revenge attack!" Izzy replied. 
"When?" Joe asked the short question again. 


"One week! They'll expect it right away, better to wait," Izzy responded. 


Joe nodded. "We'll assist! Where do we meet up?" 
"Park's out of the question Philly's café; they won't suspect a thing. We'll meet around 8:00pm," Izzy replied. 
"Done!" Joe nodded. 


When Pete came back for him, he nodded at Izzy and left without another word. 


Friday. 
2:05am. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Vivian woke up to some commotion in the lounge, along with some hisses. He removed the breathing tubes and 
pulled on a shirt and jeans. His eyebrows furrowed when he saw Rick finishing the bandaging around Steve's 
wound. He quickly approached Steve and knelt next to him. 

"Steve-" 


‘I'll be fine love," Steve said, softly. 


Steve proceeded to tell him what happened and after, Joe cleared his throat. Viv looked away from Steve as 
Joe explained there would be an attack in a week. 


"I want you there mate but if you think you can'T-" 


"Joe, I'll let you be the judge of that then," Viv frowned. "But give me the benefit of doubt. | want to be there 
though; however I'll be honest if | still feel off" 


Joe only nodded and left the lounge to meet Phil in one of the rooms. Joe sat on the edge of the bed and 
hugged him as he hugged back. 


"It's just a wound in the arm mate," Phil chuckled. "It hurts but itll heal." 
"It could ‘ave been worse," Joe sighed. 


"But it wasn't," Phil shot back. "Now relax." 


Joe sighed but nodded and silently obligated with the request. 


Eight; Working Out Details 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter does tame down in some parts and spark up in others. 


Friday. 
8:00pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Vivian stood outside the gas station, smoking his cigarette when he heard his name called. He glanced over to 


see Rudy with John and immediately pulled his gun. 
‘lm surprised you're out alone," Rudy smirked. 
Viv's lips twisted into a smirk. "What makes you think that?" 


Rudy lifted his eyebrows as Joe stood up with a chuckle of his own. He had been sitting on the curb while 
waiting for Pete and Steve to exit. John snickered and shrugged his shoulders. 


"| should've known," Rudy srickered. 

"You should've," Joe nodded. "What is it you want? And why shouldn't | shoot you down now?" 
‘| ‘ave a proposition for you," Rudy said. 

"Hm...l'm listening,” Joe replied. 

"Disappear and hand over the dumb son of a bitch there, and we'll pull out," Rudy snickered. 
"Not a chance," Joe replied. "Did you really think I'd agree to that?" 


"Honestly? No. | do ‘ave to warn that if you're going to continue this," Rudy replied and nodded his head toward 


the entrance. "And as for him, well he's defiled now." 


"| don't know what you're implicating in regards to my man but it won't work. As far as your warnings, lay off 


them," Joe warned. 


"Well what l'm implicating is ‘ave you had him checked for sexual-" 


"Yes," Vivian replied. "And you didn't touch me. Honestly, | don't trust you lad, do you really think I'd go without 
having that kind of test?" 


"There you go," Joe smirked. 


It was true though. Viv didn't really believe anything was done to him in that regard but he just didn't trust 
Whitesnake so he did have Rick do a rape test. 


"What is the purpose of playing your games?" Viv asked. 

"To fuck with your mind lad, you're really not all there, are you?" Rudy chuckled. 

Finally Steve and Pete came out of the store and both of them pulled their guns as they slowly approached 
the car. Viv narrowed his eyes but said nothing. They weren't completely stupid to screw with him when he 


was still suffering the consequences from the attack. 


"| suspected | was right," Rudy chuckled. "Mm ‘Ow are you Vivian? How is your mind? You were buried alive 


and | enjoyed the idea of you dying. Viv, ‘Ow is your breathing?" 


"I ‘aven't lost me mind Rudy, | don't know what you were thinking," Viv chuckled. He would never tell them in 


which way, psychologically, he was suffering 

"Well Viv-" 

‘Leave him be and enough of the games," Joe interrupted with a hiss. 

‘Very well” Rudy replied and fired 

Luckily the flatbirds suspected that was coming and got down in time. Vivian raised his gun and shot a bullet 
directly into John's chest. Rudy cursed and yelled profanities at Viv before shooting at him. Viv pushed Steve 
in the car and used the door to shield himself 

"Im not out of my mind Rudy," Viv yelled out. "I know what you're trying to do. 

"To ‘ell with you Vivian" Rudy yelled 


Steve shifted and looked up at Vivian as another round of gunshots fired his way. 


‘lm not leaving," Viv said, softly. 


The gunshots continued a little longer before they finally stopped. Vivian could hear the sound of footsteps 
fading. 


"Get in the car and let's go," Joe ordered. 


The guys nodded and packed in the car as ordered. 


Friday. 
9:40pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


James looked over the plans for his new club and nodded slightly. It wasn't going to be any different really, 
except for a few minor changes. This time, he would name Gar as a co-owner because the two were getting 
along well these days. IT was amusing how he got along with Megadeth after Dave's death. 

"You're putting it in the same spot?" Jimmy asked. 

"Mhm," James nodded. 

"They know where it is now though," Jimmy said. 


"Exactly!" James smirked. 


Jimmy slowly returned the smirk as he realized what James was doing and why he was doing it. Nothing 
better than drawing the rivals out. 


Friday. 
10:00pm. 
Week Two. 
Month: April. 


Phil Collen brushed his fingers over Lewis's chin and then playfully smacked his cheek. 


"Ya alright?" Collen asked. 
ll be fine but why'd you stop?" Lewis replied. 


"Rock Brigade doesn't like it when | get too close," Collen chuckled "I'll respect his wishes, | love him after all. | 


don't want him getting the wrong impression." 
"But | love another too so he should realize we're not even-" 


"I know but he doesn't realize how our friendship used to be but enough of that," Collen interrupted. "Are you 
really all right?" 


‘Im pissed off mate and I'd be more pissed off if | was seriously injured,’ Lewis responded with a hiss. 

| wouldn't blame you for that lad," Collen chuckled and glanced away. 

‘Something is off mate, you're different" 

"| got a lot on me mind mate but enough of that, we're planning a revenge attack. Are you in?" Collen said. 
"Of course," Lewis nodded, frowning. 


"Alright, I'll get back to you," Collen nodded, and glanced up with a smirk. 


Saturday. 
2:00am. 
Month: April. 


Joe gazed at David's notebook and silently read over his entries. Joe sighed and stroked his own hair before 


glancing up again. 


David was a monster, there was no disputing that and nobody ever put that factor in question. They all were 
monsters really but David took it to a whole new level at times. That being said, these entries made him seem 
more humane and showed that he wasn't completely dead inside. This was just the journal he wrote his plans in 


so Joe could only imagine what his personal journals looked like. 


"Would his members actually go as far as to rape?" Joe asked, bluntly. 


Vivian glanced up from his book. "| suspect so, yes." 
"Is that because David would?" Joe asked. 


"No, it's because it's what they think David would do," Vivian responded. "David wouldn't exactly rape; he'd 
persuade, he'd blackmail which | ‘spose could be construed as a form of rape, but he wouldn't full out rape. Or 


not that | ‘ave seen or known. The man was a bastard but he didn't usually partake in that." 
"You say you and Phil got tests to be sure, yes?" Joe asked. 


"| said | was tested, | imagine Phil was as well but | don't know for sure. We were held together often until 
right before they buried us," Viv replied, noticing the frown crossing Joe's features. "| never saw them touch 


him but | can't be sure of that. However, may | ask something personal?" 
"Ask!" Joe nodded, slowly. 
"| don't mean to intrude but are you and Phil-" 


"Yes," Joe answered, finally admitting it. "We ‘ave something, it's rather serious and | actually like it. It bothers 
me to get close in a way but I'd rather not talk about this often out loud." 


"Of course,” Viv nodded, though he was surprised. "I'm glad you finally found something though; you deserve 
that feeling you get when you do ‘ave someone. | will drop it though, it's best to keep this under wraps as long 
as possible or they'll target him more often" 


Joe's expression softened but he said nothing to the second comment. "Exactly! There is something else-" 


Viv cocked his brows and to say he was surprised when Joe told him would be an understatement. His 


expression lightened though and he smiled softly. 


"| can see what | can find. | wouldn't offer only because they're watching me like hawks but in this case, they'd 


assume | was looking to see his my mum really miscarried,’ Viv said, softly. 
Joe chuckled and looked down. "You don't have to." 


"No | don't have to," Viv responded, earning himself a questionable look. "But | want to. Joe, you took me in, 
knowing David was planting some question with me. You could ‘ave thrown me out but you didn't. You accepted 
me like family..something | ‘aven't had in a long time." 


"You are family Vivian," Joe replied, simply. "You may not ‘ave realized it at the time but you matched us 
perfectly. Pete's former gang accused him of similar things. They all turned out to be false and Pete has 
remained loyal. | saw a similar situation with David and you. You have remained loyal; sometimes you darted in 
fear but you never betrayed us." 


"Fear eh?" Viv chuckled. "I ‘spose it was fear. | feared something would happen and | feared for Steve. | feared 
for him but | also feared you would get after me if something did happen; | know you're protective. Big 
brother type you are..regardless, | want to help you mate." 


Joe smiled lightly. "Then help me by making sure you're healthy for the revenge attack. If you do come across 


a nice family you know of for the child, inform me." 


"Will do," Viv nodded. 


Saturday. 
2:30am. 
Month: April. 


Phil sat on the bed and glanced up as Joe walked in with a chuckle. Phil smirked in response as Joe sat down 


next to him and closed his eyes with a content sigh when Phil caressed his face. 

"Are you really okay?" Joe asked. 

"Never better darlin," Phil replied. 

"Really?" Joe asked, questionably. "They didn't do-or make you do-" 

"Say what you want to know Joe," Phil interrupted. "You want to know if | was raped, don't ya?" 

"Yes," Joe admitted. 

| was not raped; | did the rape test with Rick and it came back negative. | can't say | wasn't concerned about 
it, | mean after all, both Viv and | did pass out a few times but | was worried for nothing. Now to be honest, 
me head is still a little fuzzy, even Lewis noticed something was off, but l'm fine love. If something ever 
happened, I'd tell you," Phil chuckled. "Stop worrying!" 


"| can't help me self," Joe chuckled, too. 


Phil said nothing, instead he leaned forward and kissed Joe. Normally Joe would retract after too long but this 
time, he pulled Phil closer to him and groaned when his hands trailed lower. 


"I got you around my fingers love," Phil smirked against Joe's lips. 


"Don't know ‘Ow you managed to do it but you did," Joe chuckled. "You do ‘ave me." 


Phil smirked in satisfaction and chose to hold onto Joe when he tried to pull away. He merely chuckled and 


made himself comfortable instead of trying to fight Phil. 


Satu rday. 
5:30am. 
Month: April. 


Izzy looked through the photos handed to him and snickered as he sat back against the chair. He crossed his 


arms and glanced up at Slash and almost expected him to say something. 
"He's expecting us," Slash sighed. "If we strike, we risk losing more people." 
"We need a spy," Izzy mused. 

"Yeah but who?" Slash asked. 

"Gilby..he's stealthy," Izzy replied. “Tell him." 


Slash nodded and walked off to get him. 


Nine; Making it Worse 


Author's Notes: 
Also features James Hetfield of Metallica As always, forgive any mistakes. 


Monday. 
10:30pm. 
Month: April. 


Vivian had just completed a job but the problem was he took a hit and he felt confused He stumbled as a 
wave of dizziness hit him and knelt with a gasp. The head injuries were starting to become visible now and he 
found himself pointing his gun when he heard footsteps. 

"Chill Vivian, it's me," Izzy said. 


Viv sighed and lowered his gun. “Thank Gods!" 


"Relax man, | got your back," Izzy retrieved his gun and glanced around. He knew someone was out here. "They 
let you go out alone?" 


“tm not a child," Viv shot back, earning himself a snicker. "Steve is with me..somewhere." 
"IF he is, he's nowhere in sight. | should get you to the car and then find him," Izzy replied. 
"Don't worry about me, just find him," Viv said, quickly. 


Izzy frowned but nodded and ran off to search for Steve. Viv gazed at the ground a minute before he stood 
up and leaned over the car. He heard footsteps and sighed inwardly. 


"Did you find Steve?" Viv asked. 
"The pretty piece of ass you're screwing?" James chuckled. "I have my guys looking for your boy." 


Vivian stepped back when he realized who it was, only to get hit in the head again. Immediately he dropped and 
lost consciousness as Adrian snickered from behind. 


"Whatever you do with him, make sure he's dead so we can display him for Elliott's group," James said, before 


turning on his heel and walking away. 


Adrian picked up Viv and began carrying him but stopped in his tracks when he came face to face with Steve 
and Izzy. Steve didn't say anything, he lowered the gun and shot Adrian in the leg. He cried out and dropped to 
one knee before dropping Vivian on the ground. Adrian immediately backed up as Steve rushed to Vivian's aid 
and glanced up at Izzy. James had disappeared by this point. 


"We ‘ave to get him out of ‘ere," Steve said, softly. 


Izzy nodded and helped Steve lift Vivian, and immediately got him to the car. Izzy turned to shoot Adrian but 


saw his men taking him out of there and cursed. 
"You got this from here?" Izzy asked. 
"Yeah, thanks," Steve nodded. 


Izzy nodded and went to his own car as Steve drove off himself. He caught glance of a car following him and 
immediately made several sharp turns until the car finally stopped. Unfortunately, the turns forced him into a 
ditch and now he was stuck. He didn't care about the car, it was one Pete had stolen some time ago and not 
important to anyone, not even Pete. He was worried about Viv though and finding a way to communicate with 


Joe. 
"Vivian?" Steve called. 


He climbed in the back seat and shook Viv's shoulders lightly before pulling him against his chest. 


Monday. 
Il:30pm. 
Month: April. 


As luck would have it, a passer-byer did drive by and took Steve and Vivian to the closest store when Steve 
was able to call Joe. The leader said he would be there as soon as possible. 

Now Steve sat on the sidewalk, allowing Viv to lay against him. The Irishman was falling in and out of 
consciousness. When Joe's familiar car pulled up, Steve glanced up as Joe walked up with Pete. He was mad, 


Steve could see it in his face. 


"Who came up with the idea of going out while he's in this condition?" Joe asked. 


"He did," Steve said, quietly. 

"And you let him?" 

"He had a good plan and if | didn't agree, he would ‘ave gone himself,” Steve replied. 
"Ah, | see! And you didn't think to tell me?" Joe asked. 

"|-No," Steve admitted, sighing. 

"Don't you dare screw up like this again," Joe snapped. "Am | clear?" 

"Yes," Steve frowned. 


"Ever since you started dating him, you've become reckless and irresponsible. Shape up," Joe said, sternly. "lm 


telling you, you're not going on any more jobs until the gang war, clear?" 
"Yes!" Steve replied, tightening his jaw. 
"Let's go!" 


Steve stood slowly and helped Pete get Vivian in the car. When they returned to the hideout, Steve said 
nothing, he helped get Vivian in the room and once Pete left the room, he shut the door. 


"He's upset," Pete said. 


"Yes, he is," Joe nodded. "He's hurt | said the things | did to him. I'll give it time to let tempers cool off and 
then I'll speak with him." 


Pete nodded and figured that was how it would go anyway. 


Tuesday. 
1:32am. 
Month: April. 


Steve informed Vivian of Joe's harsh words and in return, Vivian expressed empathy and said he would talk to 
Joe. He lost consciousness soon after that and Steve just sat there, watching him. He looked up when he heard 


the door open and immediately looked down when he saw it was Joe. 


"Can | speak with you?" Joe asked. 
Steve nodded. "Of course." 


Steve seemed to move slowly but he did eventually get up and exit the room. He followed Joe onto the back 
patio and glanced down as he waited for Joe to speak first. That was usually the rule when Joe asked to speak 


to one of them. 
"Do you know why | said what | did?" Joe asked. 


"Yes," Steve said. "It was a danger and he could ‘ave been killed. | knew he was still suffering a head injury and 


he only worsened it by going out. | should ‘ave told you when he insisted on going." 
"Yes, very good," Joe nodded. "I wanted him to be well for the gang war but | don't know if that will happen now 


that he reinjured himself. Some head concussions don't just magically heal themselves in a few days, it takes 


time, and he's not making it better on himself” 


"| know," Steve said, quietly. "I'm sorry Joe..he said it was important. That's not a good excuse but it's my 


excuse because it's true" 


"Its not a good excuse but | prefer a bad excuse that is true rather than a good excuse that is a lie. | ‘ave to 
ask, did he say what was so important?" Joe asked. 


"Joe, | want you to understand that he stole some files and completed the job successfully actually. Their 
appearance was by surprise. That being said, he said he was trying to find out if his mum really had a 
miscarriage. | could tell he was lying and he didn't deny it, but he wouldn't tell me the truth but that's what 
he said," Steve explained. 

"Oh god! Oh godl" Joe groaned. "The bloody fool!" 

"What?" Steve asked. "Joe, tell me." 


"You're right, he was lying and he wasn't looking to see if his mum miscarried. He already knows she did," Joe 


replied. "Gods! Why did | tell him?" 
"Tell him what? Joe, what are you talking about?" Steve frowned. 
‘lm not saying it out ‘ere, let's go inside," Joe said. 


Steve frowned and nodded as Joe led him in the kitchen and shut the door. Sav happened to be there with Pete 
and Rick, which Joe figured was a good time to tell them too. 


"Let me say this now..what I'm about to tell all of you is not to be repeated to anyone. | do not want it said 


out loud or even talked about much, am | clear?" Joe said, calmly. 

"Yes," Sav frowned. 

"Awhile back | had a fling and the woman | did it with died recently," Joe paused. 
"| think | remember that time but what is so secret about this?" Pete asked. 


"She had a child, who is a little older than one now, that child is a product of our fling," Joe explained. "Vivian 
said he went out tonight to find out if his mum miscarried but that was a lie. | had told Phil and then | told 
him some time later, and he offered to help. | didn't intend for him to run out in danger but he took it that 


way. 
‘Oh my god!" Steve whispered. "So he was looking for the location of the child” 


"No, | know where the child is. He was looking for a family for the child," Joe explained. "We all know I'll never 


give up this lifestyle; | live it and I'll die in it. That being said, its no lifestyle for a child” 


Steve thought a moment and nodded a bit. "No, it's really not. | get why you told Vivian; you guys ‘ave grown 
close and a bit more revealing ever since Viv started becoming more open. No disrespect to Phil but why did 


you tell him?" 

"| planned to tell all of you eventually but well, Phil is rather forward. That wouldn't ‘ave forced me to tell him, 
except the fact that Phil and | are involved in a relationship. | don't want to talk about that though; the less 
the rivals know, the better. As far as they know, I'm not romantic with anyone," Joe explained. 


"Yeah, | agree," Sav breathed. "It's best to keep this quiet” 


Joe nodded and started out of the kitchen until he heard his name called. He stopped in his tracks and glanced 


over his shoulder. 

"Look, | know you were planning to give the child up and | swear | won't bring it up again but while this lifestyle 
isn't one for the kid, if you wanted to keep him, we could make it work. If you wanted to keep him-" Sav 
started but was cut off. 


"I can't mate," Joe replied, softly. "I can't! | can't say | didn't consider the option but it can't be." 


Joe left the kitchen this time as the guys looked between each other and sighed. 


Ten; All that had to be Done 


Author's Notes: 
Marked adult for violence and some people would consider that adult. As always excuse the mistakes | may or 


may not have missed. 


Wednesday. 
9:02pm. 
Month: April. 


Joe glanced around the street and sighed as he crossed his arms and raised a brow. Of course he didn't come 


alone; Phil, Pete, and Sav were behind him. They were waiting on Izzy and soon enough, his vehicle did pull up. 
"Took you long enough," Joe commented. 

"What can | say?" lzzy smirked, shrugging his shoulders 

Axl got out of the passenger's side of the car and moved onto the sidewalk 

"It doesn't matter, you're ‘ere now. Anyhow, what do you know?" Joe asked 

"Rudy stated he had something precious to you and stated he would meet us here," Izzy said 

"| highly doubt it but we shall see," Joe chuckled 

"You doubt it, do you?" Rudy said from behind him. 

Joe chuckled and turned. "Yes, | do’ 


Rudy smirked in response and held up a picture, only for Joe's smirk to change to something unreadable. He 


knew he struck a chord with the photo though. 


"So your child isn't precious to you?" Rudy asked, as Adrian limped up with a small child, who had blood on his 
clothes. 


"What the ‘ell possessed you to kidnap a child?" Joe snapped. 


His tone was deadly and stern, and Sav knew that was his child for him to react that way. Izzy was a little bit 


shocked but he lowered his gun nonetheless. 


"You. Sadly his fosters didn't make it," Rudy chuckled. "Joe, you will deliver Vivian or | will make you see my 
ugly side." 


"Vivian is not ‘ere," Joe said, grinding his teeth. 
"Call him," Rudy chuckled. 


Joe narrowed his eyes and slowly moved to the payphone before he called Vivian and explained the situation. Of 
course he wasn't handing him over but he needed him to know and he needed Rudy to think he was complying. 


"He's coming," Joe said, quietly, hanging up. "You won't get away with this.” 
"As long as | have your child, | will," Rudy snickered. 


Joe narrowed his eyes but said nothing. His gang seemed rather pissed off more so than worried but they 


knew their leader wasn't a traitor. Even Izzy and Axl seemed to know the score. 


It didn't take Vivian too long to arrive with Steve and Rick. Once he did, he slowly approached Rudy and 
cautiously took out his gun, and laid on the ground when Rudy asked him to. 


"Take it easy Rudy, I'll go with you. Just let the kid go," Viv said, softly. 

Rudy urged Vivian close and when he complied, Rudy grabbed his jacket sleeve. He glanced back at Adrian and 
nodded before dragging Vivian with him. He didn't expect a gunshot to go off and hit Adrian in the arm. Adrian 
cried out and almost dropped the toddler but Viv pulled away and immediately moved to catch him. All the 
guys scattered and ducked behind cars, behind trees, and whatever else they could find Viv moved behind a 
tree and cursed when he remembered he removed his gun. 

"Find Vivian," he heard Joe say. 

"I'm ‘ere," Viv called out. 

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. His eyes opened a minute later and he felt himself turn quickly 
when someone grabbed his sleeve, again. Luckily it was just Phil and he sighed in relief due to that factor. He 
glanced down at the baby again and rocked him when the sobbing boy wouldn't calm down. 


"He looks like Joe," Phil said, softly. 


"He does," Viv nodded. 


This was no time to get sentiment though so Phil urged Vivian to follow him. Phil led him back to the car while 
GNR and the rest of Ded Flatbird covered them. Viv knelt down and carefully climbed into the car. The timing 
couldn't have been better because the dizziness was returning. He lied down to keep gunshots from hitting the 
Toddler more than him and closed his eyes. 

"Vivian." Joe called. 

"I'm with him Joe, don't worry," Phil replied. 

"Shh!" Viv muttered and stroked the boy's hair. 

Viv almost dozed off but when he felt a hand shake him, he reached out to grab the arm. He sighed and sat 
up when he realized it was Steve. Steve glanced down at the child, who had been crying, but stopped only to 
start crying again. 

"Are you okay?" Steve asked, still gazing at the baby. 


‘lm dizzy but otherwise l'm fine. He is too, the blood on his shirt is not his," Viv replied. 


At some point, Joe did return and his expression softened when his gaze turned toward the child. He looked 
away after a minute and Viv knew he did it so he didn't get too attached to a child he wasn't keeping. 


"Joe." Izzy called as he walked up. "Are all your guys accounted for?" 

"Yes!" Joe nodded. 

"Alright! They want the gang war tomorrow night. Change of plans," Izzy said 
Viv cursed. "I'll do me best." 

"Vivian." Joe warned. 


"No, I'm not sitting this out; I'll take something for motion sickness or something, I'll figure out something to 
keep the dizziness away but I'm not sitting this out guys," Viv interrupted. 


Joe frowned and turned his gaze toward Izzy. "Will you be ready?" 
"Definitely!" lzzy nodded. 
Joe nodded, and handed him the gang hideout number. "Keep in touch!" 


Izzy nodded. "Will do! Now get him back before he passes out." 


Joe nodded and immediately ordered his guys to leave. Each got in the cars and eventually they went back to 
the hideout. Viv was helped in by Phil and he sat on the couch. Sav frowned as the child began to cry again 


"| don't know what to do," Viv admitted. 
"Rock your leg a bit, you know, so it'll rock him," Sav responded. 


Viv nodded and that seemed to calm the baby down a bit though he did seem scared a bit. Joe looked Viv's 
way but he didn't directly look at his son. 


"He can't stay," Joe said, softly. "He'll die ‘ere.” 


"You're right and you're in luck," Viv said, causing Joe to raise his brows. "Those files | stole, well | found a 


family in them and | took the liberty of calling them. They're willing to take him" 

"Really?" Joe asked. "That's great!" 

"Yeah, we can deliver him whenever we're ready but might | suggest we get him different clothing?" Viv said 
"Yes," Joe nodded "We'll get him some clothes and we'll deliver him to his new family 

"Alright! Let me call the family and inform them," Viv said, also nodding 

"You do that," Joe replied 


Viv handed the boy to Sav and when he tried to hand it to Joe, Joe held his hands up and shook his head 


before he turned away. 
"Joe?" Steve called, softly. 


"| can't mate, | can't hold him. | can't get attached and if | hold him, | will. | know my limits mate and | know 


what | can and can't do; | can't hold him," Joe said. 


Steve said nothing else to it and when Viv walked out with a nod, Joe returned the nod and headed for the 


door. 


"He won't hold the baby," Sav said, softly. "| can't say | blame him, it looks like him. Not to mention it would be 
hard to give up a part of you if you held it" 


"It has features of his mum too," Steve nodded. 


Viv almost forgot that Steve had known Joe since childhood so of course he saw her. 


Wednesday. 
9:48pm. 
Month: April. 


Joe sat in the car and watched Vivian speak with the family and honestly they really looked like a lovely couple 
who had their lives together. They had a golden retriever family dog and a five year old girl together. They 


could no longer have any more children due to health problems though. 


"Thank you so much. We desperately wanted a second child and you doing this for us provides us with what we 


need so desperately. We promise we will take care of him," the woman smiled. 

"No problem and be sure that you do. | can see you seem to do well holding your family together however. Mr. 
Elliott would like to offer you with this check," Vivian said, handing them a check "You seem to be doing well on 
your own but he appreciates you taking little Jayden Thomas. He would speak to you himself but he is trying 
not to attach himself to the child. He knows this decision to be the best decision" 


"We completely understand,” the man nodded. "Please let him know Jayden will ‘ave the best care always and 


will never suffer." 
"| will do, thank you again," Viv smiled, handing the child to his new mother. 


Viv waited until they walked inside before he made his way back to the car and got in. He didn't say anything 
right away but he felt he didn't need to repeat their words. 


"You heard them, right?" Viv asked, quietly. 

"Yes," Joe answered. 

Viv nodded and said nothing else about it the rest of the way to the hideout. When Joe entered the hideout, he 
headed straight for one of the bedrooms. When he heard his name called, he waved his hand and shut the 
door, quietly. 


"He's upset," Steve said, softly. 


"| don't know ‘Ow they find out about his child but someone slipped. It was a mistake for him to see that child,” 


Viv growled. "It made it harder on him." 


"| know," Pete also growled. "I'll find out." 


"You do that, Ill check on him," Phil sighed, and departed, 
"Maybe | should go~" 

"No, Steve, let Phil do it," Sav said, softly. "Its his lover. 

Steve sighed and nodded. Joe was like an older brother so he couldnt help but feel a little attached to him. 


Meanwhile Joe sat by the window with a glass of liquor and a cigarette. He glanced toward the door where Phil 


entered and smiled lightly before turning his gaze toward the window again. 
"Are you okay?" Phil asked. 

"Yes!" 

"No, you're not, you damn liar," Phil shot back. 

Joe turned his gaze again. "| am." 

‘It's okay to feel pain for this whole..thing," Phil replied. 


"Not in my case," Joe replied. "I will be fine love, it..l just never seen him in person and it was a lot to let him 


go. More than | thought it would be but its for the best." 
Phil nodded. "I know Joe and it's fucked up the life we ‘ave in a sense. | mean we obviously love our lives and 
enjoy being where we are, which is a fucked up thing on its own, but this life is fucked up. We're restricted 


from some things..we can't ‘ave normal lives, children, marriage or any of that." 


"Yes, | know," Joe sighed. "It's the life we chose and we knew ‘Ow it was, or we had an idea at least. It is fucked 


up though!" 


Phil moved next to Joe and knelt next to him with a light smile. It wasn't a sarcastic or amused smile but a 


comforting smile. 
"IIl be fine," Joe assured him. 
| know you will be but I'm staying until you are and beyond that,” Phil replied. 


Joe chuckled and nodded as Phil placed his hand on his knee and in return, Joe moved his hand over Phil's. 


Eleven; Showdown and Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 

| intended to give Megadeth a bigger part so sorry about that but the story writes itself; it does feature 
Metallica members though. This is the last chapter so | hope you like it. As always, forgive any mistakes | may 
have missed. 


Thursday. 
9:58pm. 
Month: April. 


Joe hid behind a wall and loaded his gun. The fight wasn't supposed to start until an hour later but someone 
started shooting while they were at the store and it sent the guys scrambling. Pete managed to get to a 
phone and call their allies before hurrying behind another wall 


"They're coming," Pete called out. 


As if it were fate, GNR did pull up and Izzy joined Joe behind the wall. They didn't say anything to each other 


at first but each were thinking something or another. 

"We might die tonight," Joe smirked. "If that be the case, it was nice knowing you mate." 
‘Its been fun," Izzy returned the smirked. "We had a good long life." 

"That we have." 

"You don't truly believe we'll die, do you?" Izzy chuckled. 

"Not a chance," Joe replied. "I'll fight until the death." 

"Same," Izzy nodded. 


As they turned their heads, several cars pulled up and it was full or allies on for Rudy and Gar's gang. Izzy 
sucked in a breath but snickered and shot Joe a look. 


"Its been a long life indeed,” Joe chuckled. 


From anyone on the outside, it would seem odd that they were talking about living a long life since the majority 
of them were between their mid-20s to mid-30s. They were young guys and not one of them was over 37 
years old. 

"Start!" Joe ordered. 

Izzy nodded and yelled. "Go!" 


Suddenly gunfire rang out from all ends of the street. A car pulled up with the Tesla gang and the Struts 


gang; another car pulled up with the remaining of the allies. 


Meanwhile, Vivian and Phil moved between cars and fired when they had an opening. Vivian was doped up on 


medications and still a bit wobbly but he seemed to be doing fine with aiming. 
"You okay, Viv?" Phil asked, ignoring the gunfire. 
"l'm a little sick to my stomach, cover me a minute," Viv replied. 


Phil only nodded and fired after a minute before pushed Vivian forward and guiding him into the store. Suddenly 
Jeff Keith stood up, pointing his gun but lowered it when he saw who it was. 


"Is he alright?" Jeff asked. 
"He's a little sick due to head concussions, we need to find something for him," Phil said, quickly. 
Jeff nodded and immediately darted for the medication section of the convenient store. 


On the other side of the street, Steve hid behind a car while Frank Noon hid under the car. He always claimed 


he resented Ded Flatbird but when push came to shove, he came to their defense. 
"Frankie, be ready to shoot," Steve said. 


"No Steve, you don't get to do that. You can lay your rules from Joe on me any other time but with this, it's 
my way. Besides | am ready," Frank growled. "That alright or are you going to shoot me for that too?" 


Steve chuckled. "No. Alright! Its your way." 
"Thank you," Frank said, satisfied with his answer. 
Steve heard a cry and glanced over to see Rick Allen on the ground and a car speeding toward him. Steve 


looked frantically back and forth from the car and Rick. Every time he tried to go out there, gunshots would 
fire his way. His eyes set sight on Slash, who happened to be closer to Rick. 


"Slash! Slash! Assist Rick," Steve called out. 

Slash glanced at him and nodded. He darted out for Rick but by the time he got there, Rick was crying and 
screaming. The car had ran over his arm and he seemed to be in huge amounts of pain. Steve frowned and 
looked away from the whole thing as Pete Willis ran up to help Slash. 


"Rick!" Frank breathed. 


It was fairly sensitive when it was happening to Rick. That wasn't to say it wasn't with anyone else but Rick 
was at the tender age of 20; he was just a kid. 


Back in the store, Viv took a deep breath and nodded to signal he was okay after it was set and done. When he 


heard the screams and cries, he glanced out the door and frowned. 

"Rick!" Viv said, softly. 

"Let's go," Phil growled. 

Vivian nodded and followed Phil out of the store, shooting with all guns blazing. He didn't make it far though 
because a gunshot from Rudy's gun hit him, knocking him straight to the ground. He knew that was a 
possibility but at this point, the guys were accepting the idea that maybe tonight was their last night. 
"Vivian!" Phil cried out. 

"Just go, Phil, I'll make it out. | always do," Viv gasped. 

At this point, Lewis had grabbed Phil's arm and dragged him behind a car. Vivian's gaze stayed fixated on the 
sky as he listened to the gunfire around him. This battle wasn't even half way over and he chuckled at the 


idea that this may be his last night on earth. 


Steve though. He made his life worthy and gave him the will to trust again, which resulted into having a gang 
family. 


Viv didn't know when it happened but Rudy began dragging him. 
"Leave me be," Viv said, softly. 
"Not a chance." 


He did struggle a bit when Rudy undid his pants but he knew he couldn't struggle much. He knew what Rudy 


was doing; he was trying to make an example of him and humiliate him by stripping him naked. 


"Bastard!" 


"You have no idea," Rudy chuckled 

Vivian began struggling again but that was short lived when several gunshots went off and Rudy hit the 
ground. Viv glanced up to see Steve there and sighed in relief. Steve rushed toward Viv and pulled out a 
bandage from his pocket. 

"Lewis and Collen gave me this," Steve said, softly. "Hold Still! 

Vivian nodded and allowed Steve to wrap him up. Steve smiled a little but suddenly Steve was shoved to the 
ground by Adrian. He cried out after he hit his head and Viv closed his eyes with a frown before opening them 


to search for his gun. 


Meanwhile, Joe had moved several times and Izzy had followed after him. When Steve's cry caught Joe's 


attention, he frowned almost immediately. 


"Go toward your south, his cry came from there," Izzy said, quickly. "tll cover you but don't leave me hanging 


here." 

"| won't, I'll come back for you Iz," Joe said and darted toward the direction where Steve was. 

Meanwhile, James began targeting Axl because he was Izzy's love interest. Axl managed to get him in the side 
but he shot back and got Axl stomach. Axl hit the ground as Tom Keifer ran up and pressed his sweater 
against the wound. 

"Hang in there Axl," Tom said. "| got you." 

"Is Izzy okay?" Axl gasped. 


"He's fine, he just can't make it right now," Tom said. 


Axl seemed to relax a bit then. 


Back with Steve, he struggled against Adrian as the dirty bastard lowered his fly. 


| want you to see this, Vivian. | want you to see what | do to him," Adrian gripped. "The ultimate pain is seeing 
those you love suffering." 


‘Leave it to you to disgrace David's name," Viv snapped, though he was only spoke because he was trying to 
stall the oncoming rape Adrian was trying to perform on Steve. 


"What do you know?" 


"| know he would never rape," Viv snapped. "| hated the man but he would never rape. | saw his journals; he 
was a bastard but he didn't stoop to that level of depowering someone that way." 


Adrian hissed an insult and forced his lips against Steve's but pulled back immediately when Steve bit down, He 
swung his hand at Steve several times, which caused his blood to splatter across the ground. Viv used the 
opportunity to grab a broken bottle since his gun wasn't available right now and tossed it at Adrian. Adrian 
glared and shot Viv in the leg, causing him to cry out. 

"Bitch!" 

Viv could hear the ripping of clothes but before he could react, he heard gunshots. Adrian cried out and fell to 
the ground as Joe walked up slowly. Steve pushed himself off the ground and moved against the wall before 
assisting Viv again. 

"You don't touch him ever..not him," Joe glared. "You don't touch my boys ever." 

"Joe-" 

Joe wasn't hearing it though, he just started shooting rapidly. Even after Adrian was dead, he continued firing 
the gun until his rage seemed to ease a bit. He turned his gaze toward Steve as he attempted to fix his shirt 
and keep Viv awake. 

"Are you alright?" Joe asked. 

"Yes," Steve replied, and wiped his bruised lips. 


"lim fine for now," Viv said after a minute. "But I'm losing blood." 


Joe nodded but held his gun up when he heard someone coming. He sighed when he saw it was only Adam of 


the Struts gang. 

"Stay ‘ere with him, will you?" Joe asked. 

"Of course," Adam replied, nodding. 

Joe ran off and rejoined Izzy, who was shooting like crazy. Joe rejoined the shooting of men, left and right. 
"Who does James hate more? You or me?" Joe asked. 

"I think there's enough hate for the two of us," Izzy snickered. "Should we go out, all guns blazing?" 


"Yeah," Joe smirked. 


They could hear gangs shooting other down but they couldn't focus on who was living and who was dying right 


now. Izzy jumped up and Joe followed his actions. 

"Come on, mother fuckers," Izzy yelled. 

Izzy and Joe darted out into the streets and decided not to use cars to hide. Anyone who tried to shoot at 
them were shot down by their allies. Jason stood up and shot Joe in the arm, causing him to hiss as Izzy shot 
directly at Jason. That sent him down and before Kirk could shoot, Frank Noon shot him down. Izzy managed to 
make it to James and before James could say anything, he shot at him. James got hit in the shoulder but 


managed to duck. Joe quickly joined Izzy in the gun war with James as Lars joined James. 


Meanwhile, Tom finished wrapping Axl's wound and helped him into the store. Axl was looking bad there for a 
while but seemed to be looking better now that he managed to stop the bleeding and gave him some water. 


"lim not giving up," Axl growled. 

"Axl, you can't go out there-" Jeff started. 

"Jeff | won't but I'm not staying out of this gun war. Izzy is out there and so are the guys," Axl snapped. 
"Just let him shoot, we'll stay here with him," Tom said. 

Jeff hesitated but nodded eventually. 

Luke glanced up as Robert hit him over and over. He swung up as the Metallica gang member and while he did 
knock him off, he was knocked down again, at least until Frank Hannon tackled Robert off of him. Luke grabbed 
his gun from the ground and fired at Robert. 


"Thanks mate," Luke panted. 


"No problem, newbie," Frank H said. "You'll get used to this kind of stuff, you will, and you'll learn how to 


maneuver around." 

Luke furrowed his brows but nodded nonetheless. 

Back with Joe, he sat behind the trash bin and glanced around. Izzy was still hiding behind a care and idly, Joe 
nodded. He glanced up when a gun hit his head and cursed at his lack of attention span He was disoriented 
though and he had be shot twice. Although he shouldn't make excuses, Izzy had been shot three times. 


"You're dying tonight,” Joe hissed. 


"And so are you," James chuckled. 


James tackled him down and swung at him but Joe help his arms over his face to try and block some of the 


hits. 


Izzy, on the other hand, was busy in a war with Lars. Lars had taken the opportunity to hide in a car while 


Izzy remained behind another. 

"They all have to die guys, we'll never be at peace otherwise," Izzy yelled out. 

"Alright!" Duff called out from somewhere. 

Lars began firing at the hood of one car and for a moment Izzy didn't know what he was thinking until he 
realized when a grenade was thrown. Izzy jumped up and took off running as the explosion knocked him off his 
feet. Immediately he pushed himself up, which wasn't easy with three wounds. 

"Joel" Izzy called out but due to all the gunfire, Joe probably didn't hear. 

Izzy found another car to hide behind and shook his head as he reloaded his gun 

"A fuckin’ grenade? Really?" Izzy muttered to himself. "Fuckin pussy!" 

Izzy glanced in the car he was hiding behind and smirked when he noticed a gun and ammo laying there. He 
decided to take Lar's approach and jumped into the car. He fired several shots but once he switched to the 


found gun, he found its accuracy to be enormously better when he actually hit Lars. Lars jerked up and Izzy 
assumed it wasn't on purpose; it was probably his reflexes naturally reacting and in response it jerked him up. 
Izzy used the opportunity to shoot him two more times. It killed him, no doubt, one of those shots hit his head. 


He was dead. 


Joe gasped and kicked James off of him. He scrambled for his gun but at the same time, James reached for 


his gun too and both men fired at each other. Two shots fired; two shots hit, and they were both down 

"| killed you," James struggled to say. 

"Y-Yeah," Joe choked. "But I killed you too" 

"Yeah, yo-you did," James replied in agreement: 

James seemed to hang there for a while and the two of them just laid there, listening as the gunfire seemed 
to slow down Joe did try somewhat to slow the bleeding down and it seemed to work a little bit but he was 


still losing blood. 


"Joe." Izzy called out as he ran up. 


Joe heard Izzy, he just didn't respond. He only met Izzy's concerned gaze when he was shook 

"Ho-How many deaths?" Joe asked. 

"A lot from what | understand but | don't know completely," Izzy admitted. 

"Joe." Phil called from somewhere. 

"Phil." Joe said, softly. "Where is he?" 

"He's coming Joe," Izzy replied. 

Phil did rush up with Lewis and immediately used what he had to slow the bleeding down. Joe smiled lightly and 
squeezed his hand slightly when he felt his hand grabbed. Lewis checked on James but he seemed to be dead 
already. 

"Ey, Izzy, Axl was shot," Lewis said. 

"Where is he?" Izzy asked, suddenly feeling the need to get to him. "He's alive, right?" 


"Yeah, Jeff Keith and Tom Keifer bandaged him up. He's held up in the store," Lewis said. 


Izzy nodded and gave a respectful nod toward Joe before darting off. There was still gunfire here and there 


but a lot of it had slowed down. 
‘lm tired," Joe said, softly. 
He heard Phil's pleas but said nothing to it. 


"Night!" Joe muttered, before losing consciousness. 


Thursday. 
5:58pm. 


One week later... 


Joe heard voices around him but he couldn't move not yet. His brain was still trying to regain composure. In 
fact, they didn't even know he woke up yet. He laid there a few minutes before he tried to open his eyes and 
finally succeeded. 


"Gods!" Joe moaned. 

"Joel" Phil and Steve exclaimed in unison 

"Ey, ‘Ow do you feel?" Sav asked. 

"Tired and | ‘ave a head but relatively numb considering the circumstances," Joe replied. 
"They probably have your body doped up," Sav nodded. 

Joe glanced around the room and noticed not all of the boys were there, and furrowed his brows. 
"Where is Vivian?" Joe asked. 

"He survived but he's a patient ‘ere too," Steve said, softly. 

Joe glanced up and frowned to see all the boys were banged up and bandaged. "And Rick?" 
"He's a patient too but Joe, he lost his arm," Sav said, softly. 

Joe cursed. "Is he going to survive?" 


"Yeah but itll be hard for him to be a medic so | offered to assist him in that aspect. | told him, he can 
continue and | would help him or he can move more toward hacking and such if he wanted. He didn't seem too 


enthused about the latter," Sav explained 


Joe chuckled. "He's not one to sit around with that kind of stuff. He'll do just fine with you assisting but where 


is Pete?" 
"Also a patient ‘ere," Sav answered, softly. "So is Frankie.” 
"Ah!" Joe nodded. "What about Izzy's gang?" 


"Slash is dead!" Steve stated so matter-of-factly. "Axl is a patient and so is Duff; Izzy refused to stay ‘ere 
but he's with Axl. He sends his regards though." 


"Tesla lost one of their guys too and Luke of the Struts is a patient ‘ere. Cinderella lost a member," Sav said. 
"And the rivals?" Joe asked. 


"Most, if not all, are dead!" Phil answered. "But let me tell you something, don't you ever scare me like that 


again. You made me think you were going to die." 


"| thought | would..." 
"That may be but don't do it again," Phil snapped but then lowered his voice to a whisper. "I love you." 
Joe nodded. "Alright love..l love you too." 


Maybe now that the old rival gangs were dead, things would run smoother. There would always be rivals but 


perhaps since that chapter of their lives was over, a new one could start. Just maybe. 


